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TO 



To tbee I dedicate these fruits and flowers, 
Old, new, or wither'd, as they chance to be ! 
Join'd with the memory of tranquil hours. 
And gentle ministrations, gifts from thee, 
And happy strains of ringing melody! 
Nor doth the day surpass — ^the night outshine. 
In all their wide and wondrous imag'ry. 
Those soul-irradiate traits, surpassing fine, 
Thy lineaments reflect of light and love divine. 

Fair Lady, such art thou — a form supreme. 
Lit with a mind so delicately toned. 
Each varying concord in the wide extreme. 
Magnificent, of Nature seems pre-own'd 
In thee — ^fount of affection unrestrained! 
Thou brightest, kindest, lowliest of all I 
Noblest in this, thy friendship is unfeign'd. 
Naught have I known on earth's resplendent ball, 
Gracious and good, to match thy smile, thine eye's bright 
hall. 



DEDICATION. 



Eventful years, beloved one, hath sped, 
Expunging in their flight thrones from earth's &ce, 
Far-shaking nations with war's tempest red, 
Since first the Wanderer these rhymes did trace. 
With careless hand — ^nor sought artistic grace; 
And thou hast love enough all faults to hide; 
Saying, — In Nature bark hath largest space: 
Bole, branch, and flower, into each other slide; 
There nettle, rose, and hawthorn hoar dwell side by side. 



Take then, dear heart, these rude and rugged rhymes — 
I would the strain were worthier of the theme; 
Darkly they image deeds, events, and times. 
Or as we think they were, or as we dream I 
Howe'er we honour, reprobate, esteem. 
The Purpose of the work remains the same; 
And herein must the soul its aim redeem. 
And for itself a higher object claim. 
Than that which gives or holds the meed of transient fame! 



For what were life, could mere opinion blast 
The aspirations of the freebom soul ) 
Or in a moment lay its garden waste, 
And o'er its brightening day blight's tempest roll ! 
Better the requiem bell had knell'd its knoll. 
While yet in innocence it slept and smiled; 
Nor dreamt of any high immortal goal. 
Toward which, in later days, it look'd and toil'd, 
And hoped that it might reach, though halt, and maim'd, 
and soil'd. 



DBDIOATIOir. 



Nor let the querulous too keenly scan 
The poor refreshments which are here set down: 
Who truly gives, gives as he hath and can, 
Suffice it he gives not for vain renown, 
Or proud display of ostentation shown: 
Bude dishes, with perchance tough ven'son crown'd, 
Stale bread, sweet, bitter herb, together thrown. 
To eat the whole thou art nor call'd, nor bound: 
Take what thou wilt— enough, a modest meal is found. 



A homely feast, my friend, where thou art free 
To wander up and down, nor find an end 
Of intricate and curious harmony ! 
Wouldst thou attentively thy vision lend, 
O'erleap the words, and with the objects blend 
Thy pensive soul ! The world our guest-room isj 
Far through immensity the lights extend. 
Up to Elysium, and down to Dis; 
And let thy generous heart correct what's said amiss. 



POEMS. 



THE WANDERER.* 



PART FIRST. 



CRISIS. 



I. 

Somewhere amidst old Ocean's restless womb, 
There stands a cluster of green, glistening isles, 
Where wide and fertile plains, or sylvan gloom. 
Alternate with waste solitary wild, 
Or mountain chain, on frowning rocks up-piled. 
Between whose Titan folds, sequester'd rill 
And shady stream wind through the dark defiles; 
Embower'd in beauty, fed &om many a hill, 
They wind and widen, circling broad, and deep, and still. 

• The year 1847-8 is the time-point of view of the "Wanderer." 
A 



^ THE WANDERER. 

II. 

And many-blossom'd vales, and greenest mead, 
And tower, and citadel, and soaring spire, 
And column high, where he who runs may read. 
And feel within his breast heroic fire — 
And olden times and olden deeds admire — 
A thousand scenes of busy industry. 
These swelling waters gladden and inspire, 
As proudly on their breast, erect and free. 
Commerce with wing'd and eager transport scents the sea. 

III. 
And sunny landscapes, stretching far and wide. 
Are strew'd with villages, serenely sweet. 
In fairest prospect, glittering in its pride. 
The lordly mansion stands; the distant bleat 
Of browsing herd enchants the ear; from neat 
And humble cot, upcurling graceful, bounds 
The peaceful smoke; in parks umbrageous, fleet 
And gentle stags adorn the verdant grounds: 
Whence many a wild and tuneful note in glee resounds. 

IV. 

Afar, where blast-works blaze, and roars the Forge, 
Enveloped in its mantle of white haze. 
Behold the Fire-train from the hills emerge. 
The Iron Slave, in his abounding ease, 
Boars like a storm across earth's broad degrees, 
Unerring as the comet onward sweeps — 
Straight as the eagle to his eyrie flees, 
He swift, undeviating passage keeps, 
By day, by night, complains not, slumbers not, nor sleeps. 



CBISIS. 
V. 

See where he leaves the richly-cultured plain, 
And vanisheth amidst the smoke and din 
Of whirring industry and plodding gain, 
And haunts of luxury, and ease, and sin. 
To mythic Pandemonium akin; 
Where Wealth, and Poverty, and Power contend, 
And men are satisfied a sop to win, 
Unto the god of gain continuous bend; 
Or do they in their hearts to higher things ascend 1 

VI. 

Full many an anxious heart is beating there, 
Now seeking sympathy, and finding none; 
Except, in Heaven's divine soul-searching care, 
Which to the Lone becomes a sacred sun. 
As Eesignation, Faith, and Hope begin 
To heal, with gentle touches warm and kind — 
While fast the burning tears down-streaming run, 
The trembling soul new peace, new strength to lend, 
Stem patient energy bequeath to heart and mind. 

VIL 

Among this throng the Wanderer was cast; %» 

Amid such scenes in thoughtfulness he grew — 
'Mid customs old, traditions of the past. 
Where much seem'd perishing, much to renew. 
But Nature was to him a volume ever true; 
And from wise books he drew their deep intent, 
And warm maternal precept round him threw 
Its gentle influence, which inward went. 
And to his open heart its living impulse lent. 
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VIIL 

And he had loved, and Love's Elysian flame 
And burning message taught him to aspire; 
Pure, sacred, vivid, was the whisper'd name. 
Which round his heart had twined its threads of fire, 
Which fiU'd his soul with beauty's rich attire, 
With burning worship, deep and unconstrained, 
Such as celestial habitants respire. 
When Beulah's blissful heights are first attain'd. 
And soul and sense, and heart and life, to heaven are chain'd. 

IX. 

She was the Beautiful, and knew it not — 
A dazzling beam of light, a heavenly well. ' 
Her brow shone like an angel's pure retreat, 
And from her lips such tones of sweetness fell — 
Such laughter bright — it seem'd the wondrous swell 
Of glad immortals when their hearts o'erflow; 
Or deeper joy which tongue may never tell. 
Resembling most the murmur, deep and low. 
Of rippling streams, which speak the thing in dreamy show 

z. 
Twas then a hurricane contagious blew, 
And from the light the loveliest shade was torn, 
That ever glidedyj'er the silver dew 
Of sunlit hill. A virgin vestured like the mom, 
In shining purity and joy, just bom. 
To shed a radiant and immortal 
Hope on all she knew, then leave, forlorn 
And desolate, a darken'd world, all 
Sunless — earth changed from Eden to a desert ball. 



C&I8IS. O 

XI. 

In dreamy thought day after day roU'd on, 
And purer, stronger still affection streamed; 
Up tower'd the spirit-realm where she had gone, 
Whose image in his soul continuous beamed; 
In which his mourning spirit lived and dream'd, 
All else around him bare and desolate; 
Until, electric-like, a Purpose gleam'd. 
And energy and freedom strange flashM with it: 
The sky was wide, and till he died he*d wander 'neath it. 

XII. 

Lured with the Beautiful, he left his home> 
In other lands its features to explore; 
Through other lands in pensive mood to roam. 
And trace Art, Science to the inmost core 
Of ancient time; and with the men of yore. 
The deeds of yesterday bring and compare: 
What shape, complexion, character, they bore 
Of royal worth; what element of dark or fair 
Chey framed — how they achieved the noble, rich, and rare ! 

XIII. 

And watch creation's glory face to face. 
The vestal beauty of the early morn; 
The new immortal day begin its raice, 
Seal up the night, and from its golden horn 
Redundant fill the orient sky; adorn 
The circling earth, and spread eternity 
O'er land and sea; behold the world re-bom 
Appear, and man from his captivity 
Of sleep and dream arise, to sport in God's bright city. 
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XIV. 

He lent his willing hand to manly toil — 
He claim'd no privilege in labour's mart; 
No cynic was he, yet his blood would boil, 
And sham« indignant fill his aching heart, 
To see that worthlessness had skill and art, 
To scheme, cheat, sleep, unblushing and at large. 
He saw it was the hugest, blackest part 
Of infamy; and moum'd that fools had charge, 
Of aught that could their innate nothingness enlarge. 

XV. 

Mankind, thou miracle of Power divine — 
Mysterious image of the Truth on high — 
Who shall explore thy dim and wide confine — 
Thy pathway through the deepi who shall apply 
The plummet to thy heart 1 what radiant eye 
^ Disperse its dark and subtle dreams ? or scan 
The mighty all of human things that ply, 
Still crowding more and more earth's dusty span 1 
Who open up futurity's far-reaching plan? 

XVI. 

The Infinite alone, whose sleepless love 
Omniscient reigns : whose will and power supreme 
Pervades the lightest breath; below, above, 
The fiery tempest rolls of strength extreme: 
The dead are his — the dreamer and his dream — 
The insensate mob — the conqueror — and the seer — 
And all the forms that crowd the mighty stream 
Of fleeting time — appear and disappear — 
And onward through the deep like passing clouds career. 



0BI8IB. 
XVII. 

But we are finite, and the world we see 
Is as our own reflection imaged forth* 
The mind the maker is of me and thee 
External seen: the starry heaven, the earth, 
And their adornments fair, are hut the birth 
Of actiye Thought; alive and yet unseen 
It seeth all, and seeks the hidden worth 
Of human things; it hangeth out the screen 
That hides itself, and boundeth all that e*er hath been. 

XVIII. 

On swift-wing'd thought the captive chainless soars 
Home to the bowers where flew his youthful day; 
He sees the moonbeam gild the silent towers, 
And shares the rippling river's dreamy lay, 
And hears the cataract's far-sounding roar; grey, 
Drear, and gloomy stands the mouldering pile — 
He treads again its old familiar way; 
Or sweet his native skies around him smile, 
Divinely lighting thus the dungeon's rayless cell. 

XIX. 

In living thought he sees the beauteous one. 
Whose looks of love had lighted up his breast; 
And raised his spirit to its native throne. 
The burning hope that never more shall rest, 
To tread humanity's far-shining crest: 
The dauntless energy, the purpose pure. 
Still to aspire which noble deeds attest. 
Are marks and characters sublimely sure — 
The soul which wills to live: for ever shall endure. 
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XX. 

Yet stem the warfare man is doom'd to wage, 
And sterner still the agony of mind — 
The anguish keen while wars the infuriate rage 
Of earth-born sin. The coward strikes behind: 
And nature arm'd with vice is doubly blind; 
A dark insensate power — a living death — 
A fiery serpent flaming unconfined — 
Relentless. In its den it boldly saith 
Corruption's mine, and blasteth all things with its breath. 

XXI. 

Hath, then, the Cross no virtue to redeem ? 
Is there no wisdom in its wondrous tale ? 
Are all its oracles a stagnant stream, 
Engendering doubt, and dim and dreary bale. 
And fabulous traditions, dry and stale, 
And stupid legends, myth, or magic spell, 
Fit aliment to maze the weak and frail, 
Lure and defile the sweetly-opening well 
Of early life, insinuate deceit and ill? 

xxn. 
A star in Bethleh^n — a grand appeal- 
Then all is dark, save where a blood-red line 
Is seen slow struggling through the gloomy seal 
Of superstition dense. Oh He shall shine. 
The Eternal One, and stretch His mighty line 
In everlasting strength; the victory won. 
It shall resplendent grow, and be a shrine 
Of never-ending hope; and like the sun. 
Eternal Truth a conscious source of light and joy become. 



OBIBIS. !^ 

ZZIII. 

To rise yictorious^ and serenely dwell, 
Amidst the great, the beautiful, the good; 
Seek ye redeeming Truth, a living well 
Of life inborn: through this divinely stood. 
The great of old, and calmly shed their blood. 
And bless'd the hand that lit the blazing pyre; 
Triumphant power, be thou my daily food. 
My only joy: oh let thy beams inspire 
My breast; touch thou, O Truth, my heart with hallow'd fire. 

xxrv. 
Thus inly said the Wanderer, as he lean'd 
Upon the vessel's prow, as she did glide. 
Britannia's ensign round her mizzen stream' d, 
Whereon her sons may gaze with honest pride 
And heaving breast; for well her giant stride — 
So calm and strong — is hated, loved, or fear'd; 
And down-press'd noble hearts in it confide: 
With thine their courage swells, their hopes are cheer'd, 
Their genius yearns with thine, to see true Freedom's bul- 
warks rear'd. 

XXV. 

Bright Queen of many a land and every sea, 
Thy arms are as the all-embracing air; 
Thy feet are like the winds, so fleet and free; 
The curling ocean is thy wrinkled hair. 
Which thou with mighty fleets and treasures rare 
Dost decorate; thine eyes are like the night, 
So wondrous deep and strange; divinely fair 
Thy lofty brow, where Freedom, Power, and Right 
Are throned, and round it circles Cynthia's silver light. 
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XZVI. 

Poor Erin!* desolation sweeps thy fields — 
Thy soul is hungry, and thy body lean: 
Thy heart and brain diseased, thy bosom yields 
Malignant wrath: old Time hath never seen 
Derangement so complete: as thou hast been, 
So shalt thou be, and chaos o'er thee reign. 
Till thou thyself from superstition wean, 
And trample down its worship vile and vain. 
Till then, from heaven expect no soul-refreshing rain! 

XXVII. 

A cruel and remorseless creed, like rust. 
Corrodes thy heart: no self-correcting hope 
It ever hath, but eager burning lust, 
For most unrighteous rule. Ah! how to cope 
With this fell fiend; break and destroy its yoke 
Inveterate. What is its one desire? 
To blind, enslave thy soul: that ye its cloak 
Of bright idolatry may then admire: 
Thus ye are fix'd like Ixion to a wheel of fire. 



Was it for this that Heaven, in grace and love, 
Hath crown'd your sages with enduring fame) 
What recompense can ye expect above. 
Defacing thus, by thought and deed insane. 
And Jesuitic skill, the glorious frame 



* It will be in the remembrance of the reader, that Ireland was at this time 
suflfering from two huge impostures, and a providential affiction— Priestcraft 
and O'Connellism (offspring of one and the same root), and famine. 
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And instrument of Truth? The accursed thing 
Ye do: and ererlasting rage and shame 
Shall tear thy heart, until your gods ye fling 
Afar, and let true penitence thy conscience wring. 

XXIX. 

Behold thy azure sky — thy emerald isle — 
Thy streams ! oh turn your eyes to nobler fruit; 
Say to yourselves in earnest, we will foil 
This enemy, and seek no more its brute 
And servile counsel; and be resolute, 
And bind yourselves to Freedom's law 
And Eight's dictation: then may Wisdom root 
Its seed within, and thy true sons shall draw. 
Amid rejoicing hearts, an Erin ye ne'er saw: 

XXX. 

And realise the fabled isles of song — 
The sunny Cyclades of empyrean dream: 
Where happy babes in flowery valleys throng. 
And garlands weave; and many a cooling stream, 
And still retreat, and pure and vital beam. 
Of lowly truth is known; and converse high 
Is heard of Power divine — ^man's noblest theme — 
And Nature's resonant wind-struggling cry — 
The universe reverbs the theme from sky to sky! 

XXXI. 

Now, evening closes round: O wondrous hour, 
Which moves mysteriously the longing soul: 
So calm, so deep, so pure, its mystic power. 
That Qod seems there: and oceans never-ending roll. 



12 THE WANDERER. 

The answering praise, which binds the mighty whole 
In one accord of silence and of song: 
Sublime and solemn hour, thou seem'st the goal, 
Of everlasting peace, where glorious throng 
The pure and mighty souls who in their God are strong. 

XXZII. 

Watch! watch! how goes the night) whose empire reigns? 
How rides the vessel on its wreck-strewn way? 
The heavens are filFd with light, yet darkness chains 
The widespread, weary earth: would that the day 
Were come: they sleep, they dream, and idly stray. 
And phantoms walk, traditions of the dead. 
And in such dreams the blooming youth grows grey, 
The old depart, and restless on their bed. 
Men gibber, laugh, and moan — would that the night were 



XZZIII. 

And evermore the heavens so sweetly smile. 
Thus lovingly of old on Israel's king 
Their solemn beauty fell, and tuned his soul 
To utterance sublime: and still they sing. 
As on creation's vernal morn they quiring 
Sang — glory to God: smile on, ye bright. 
Unwearied ministers, in your unfading 
Bloom: rejoicing shout, ye warders of the night: 
As on creation's morn, undimm'd, thy heaven-sent light. 

XXXIV. 

All-gracious Light and Goodness ever pure, 
How instant ye appear — origin and end 
Inscrutable ! Thy Word, God, is sure: 
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Not there, but here, we feel and apprehend 
Immensity — consider, and thy knees shall bend 
In wonder and in awe — with us Thou art. 
And we, through Thee, in thought to Thee ascend; 
And all we think, know, see, is but in part. 
We change, but from eternity, unchanged. Thou art. 

xxxv. 

In Thee we are, live, move, and seem to be! 
And what is man? In clouds and storm, thought — 
Energy and dream — unrolls its mystery ! 
The Word, Power, Weakness, which is wrought 
Within the head and heart, and strangely brought. 
To wondrous issue. In law, in government, 
In war, in science, poesy, or aught; 
This hidden force we see resplendent; 
Whereyer empires rise or fall, *tis there ascendant. 

XXXYI. 

It agitates the soul of every child: minds 
Of aspiring power, thus, vanquish and upbound: 
Thus the undaunted spirit seeks, and finds, 
And burning clasps, in love and awe profound, 
The golden fruit, forgetful of the ground. 
And all its luxuries: its longing gaze, 
And gifted ear, divines a mystic sound ! 
For ever and for ever pseans of praise, 
The brave, the beautiful, the good, victorious raise ! 
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PART SECOND. 



WATEELOO. 



I. 
All hail, resplendent morn magnificent ! 
Oh how it charms the heart, thus to behold 
God's everlasting love plenipotent, 
From sky to sky, in purple, green, and gold — 
Far-stretching prospect ! — Belgium's woods and wold, 
And glittering villages, and streams all bright 
With flowers, and sunbrown people, young and old, 
And smiling maids, with motion quick and light, 
Trip o'er the banks, in rustic beauty blithely dight ! 

n. 
Great Nature now holds mystic jubilee ! 
From her harmonious breast she heedless flings 
Her myriad tones ! All musical in glee 
And song, her glitt'ring hosts, and gushing springs. 
Of wondrous melody: she glows and sings 
In ecstasy so true and calm, we stay, 
Transported, midst her revelry; it brings 
And flings such joy around: day unto day 
Still uttereth speech, in lofty and divine display. 
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III. 

'Tis Eden still, this vast and sweet embrace; 
We walk in Paradise, and know it not: 
So strangely are we sunk. We must retrace 
Our weary steps, and fearless grasp the lot 
Which is our own, and drain from every spot 
New life: goodness and love shall surely shine. 
And reign ascendant: palace, town, and cot — 
Heart link'd to heart; and industry combine 
Her myriad hands — the music to the march of time. 

IV. 

This is a Sabbath mom! Hail, blessed mom, 
That sprinkleth freedom round and brief repose! 
Now Labour's Titan clang is hush'd; her torn 
And bleeding breast is still and calm: the rose 
That blooms upon life's thorny cares and woes 
Alone is seen. This transitory truce 
To weary man is sweet, and round him throws 
A halcyon charm — a sweet and heavenly grace — 
A glory as of summer shed on winter's face. 

V. 

Now, other times, and places flash within! 
Sweet vale, appareli'd like a vestal bride. 
Of beauty and of loveliness the queen; 
More musically now thy streams re-glide. 
Ope', gentle flowers, their eyes more pure and wide, 
More sweetly warble forth thy birds their song. 
Through all thy leafy bowers, sweet vale of Clyde, 
Ethereal stillness reigns; and lovers throng, 
And woo thy stately shades, or raise in rapture strong 
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VL 

A sacred hymn — intense, soul-moving strains — 
Breathed from the heart in fear and love to Him 
The Holy One, whose eye is Light, and reigns 
Omniscient. Rise; fill ye to the brim 
The golden cup, transcendent gift, and trim 
Your harps to tune! Bend low; sound ye His praise; 
Drink, drink His living beams: praise ye His name 
Who was and is I AM, Ancient of Days — 
Glory, honour, power, dominion, sovereign praise. 

VIL 

In stirring ages gone, which we call dark, 
When souls were lit with an exalted aim, 
Religion built itself a glorious ark, 
And breathed upon the stones its living name, 
And changed the lifeless rock to sculptured flame; 
Aspiring Passion pierced the vaulted sky: 
Accomplishing its own peculiar claim, 
To that which changeth not and cannot die, 
Art, Nature, and Religion join'd in nuptial tie. 

VIII. 

How peacefully those soaring towers aspire, 
In rectitude supreme, to heav'n's pure sphere! 
The language of the soul thou shalt admire — 
Its longings vast, its genius severe: 
Who shall the viewless fabric of its Feeling rear? 
'Tis it I see; or are these but its dream? 
Yes, all its energies are shadow'd there. 
I hear its pulses beat — I see it gleam — 
Behold its living powers in life and beauty stream! 
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IX. 

Stir not nor breathe, but gaze around, above! 
See je this crown'd cathedral — shaped and cast 
In adoration's mould I transcript of love, 
And awe, and aspiration, deep and vast 
As veil'd eternity! Great first and last, 
Achievement of the Gothic mind — dim, dread, 
Sublime in majesty, and unsurpass'd 
In power, and pulchritude, by aught that's read, 
Or writ on stone, where mystic eloquence is shed 

X. 

In monument of mighty men! — well art 
Thou worthy to enshrine such excellence 
In everlasting bloom, which is a part 
Of man's far-reaching destiny, and hence 
Shall brighten and illume. Vital silence! 
Radiant gloom! and dawn perpetual! below. 
Around, above, mind's mystic utterance 
In dreamy symbols sleeps; and sweet and low, 
A deep mysterious music seems around to flow. 

xt. 
There bloometh Joy and Contemplation pure; 
There broodeth Beauty in her stony cell; 
There Number rolls her harmonies secure; 
And Line erects her throne surpassing well; 
Through fields of light where Wisdom's secrets dwell, 
Faith's flaming shapes aspire unendingly: 
From arch, and dome, high Thought her oracle 
Proclaims, and dreamy Hope imprints her sigh; 
Love feedeth on these flow'ry heights all-murmuringly. 
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XII. 

It hath the godlike stature of a man, 
The wondrous richness of a heaven-built mind, 
Which graspeth earth and sky in its great span. 
The symbol visible of human- kind, 
Ennobled, purified, erect, and grand; 
The assembled senate of ancestral time, 
In silent majesty seen there to stand, 
Amidst a shatter'd world calm and sublime, 
And beckon to the souls below, above to climb. 

ZIII. 

Three thousand years, as yesterday, hath fled, 
Since Jacob on his stony pillow lay. 
And saw a ladder rest on earth whose head 
Eeach'd to the portal of eternal day; 
Angels glode on that dream-figured way. 
Well in his worship pure did it beseem. 
That pillow as a pillar to display. 
And Bethel name the hallow'd spot supreme: 
Ye heaven-ascending Goths, did ye too sleep and dream? 

XIV. 

That hallow*d name hath borne this stately fruit; 
That rude memorial, this mighty pile; 
The human spirit to that Bethel shoot 
Hath blossom'd spire on spire — spread aisle to aisle. 
And clustered round that aerial Alpine style 
The story of its lonely pilgrimage; 
Three thousand years of thought hath fix'd that smile; 
Hope crown*d with joy, tears that like love assuage, 
Seem chronicled upon its wing'd and dreamy page. 
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XV. 

Aspiring work — ^transcending earthly tiesl 
Through thee see where to ascend and how! 
Stem to thyself, be resolute, and rise 
To God. Wear bravely on thy naked brow 
Truth's thorny crown; before the world avow ^ 

Thy inmost thought; seek ye the living way 
Of truth where it alone is found, and thou 
Shalt live. God'a law which in thee is obey! 
And thou shalt rise to realms of truth-pervading day; 

XVI. 

And stand, as stands this matchless monument, 
Each lineament exteme with thought imbued. 
Within adorn*d with grace pre-emiment; 
Each noble faculty a pillar hew*d 
And rear'd to God; with power endued 
To rouse immortal souls to energy: 
Until each mind a temple many-hued. 
And music-toned, roof 'd with immensity 
^lall shine; transparent all in strength and purity. 

XVII. 

Mid sculptured saints, and scrolls, and grotesque work, 
Pictorial Rubens, marvelous words are thine ! 
And meanings manifold beneath them lurk, 
Of dark device — of glorious hope divine! 
Thy canvas is a soul-illumined shrine 
Of pregnant thought, and great ideas wrought 
Fantastic. Thy spirit there as in a glass doth shine, 
Large, clear, and free, and skilfully hath caught 
The secret tendencies of life-transforming thought. 
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XVJII. 

In mortal conflict, Spirit ever wars 
With Flesh — ^recording each triumphant blow. 
Through burning vice — through slav'ry's icy bars, 
It wins its way, earth's wilderness to sow 
With gentleness, and peace, and power, to grow, 
In unity, and love, and high employ — 
To warm into divine and vital glow 
Man*s energies; all vicious life destroy, 
And build within the hearts of men a heaven of joy. 

ziz. 
The doors for ever open; ceaseless flow 
The People in and out, in meek parade ! 
Can living souls adore an empty show) 
Can aspiration dote on masquerade? 
Deception in the carnal heart is bred! 
Idolatry, oft absent where it seems, 
Is where it seemeth not. Souls are not fed 
With shades. Who holdeth in himself life's streams? 
Shall he not where and whom he will pierce with his beams? 

XX. 

Here, Past and Future live in prophecy — 
A generation kneels in silence here; 
And here the priest is mute and shadowy. 
A silence as of death falls on the ear. 
As long white stoles appear and disappear; 
Eome hath a Janus smile — here, souls are slain; 
And Superstition hath a saintly air. 
Age after age rolls on, new idols reign. 
Unto the dead. Art's soaring word is writ in vaiti. 
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XXI. 

Old Popedom now is but a wide deceit — 
The concentrated work of Time and Sin: 
Its own damnation and its own defeat. 
It knoweth not man's dignity and kin: 
Not to the Truth, but to a priest, fools pin 
Their hope, and then believe their souls are saved, 
If they but steadily observe routine. 
By habit thus the conscience is depraved: 
'Tis still an idol they adore, to time and place enslaved! 

XXII. 

And gross absurdities, O Truth divine ! 
Usurp thy name, and seem to live and spread, 
Pretending they are thy supernal shrine; 
While they are but dominions of the dead, 
The powers of darkness by Delusion led, 
Man's wickedness clothed with transcendent skill; 
Presenting f^^lsehood as eternal bread, 
Subjecting all things to its deadly will; 
Surrounded by Art's awful forms, sublime and still. 

xxiir. 
Priest-pageantry — and power divine, how these compare ! 
Here, surely, mummies in their cerements move: 
Choice models they of pure papistic ware. 
Truth's burning word unto the true can prove 
Its impulse quick, its large and vital love: 
God, then, is speaker, ay, and hearer, too; 
The life above speaks to the life above: 
All mortal things then vanish from the view, 
Dust unto dust, and light and love the heart renew. 
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XXIV. 

Superstition ! fruit of Death and Sin, 
When shall mankind and thee for ever part? 
When shall bright Science pierce thj filthy den, 
And free the fetter'd mind, the feeling heart; 
And living Faith the freshness pure impart. 
Which gives unto the soul immortal youth. 
And leads it with the young-eyed dawn to sport 
Along the sunny heights of blessed Truth, 
Redeem'd from inward night*s dark tendencies uncouth? 

XXV. 

Yet, steadily the glorious work proceeds; 
And sure as Truth, the light shall lighten on. 
A preparation he may see who heeds, 
Though yet the many see not life's true sun — 
Still after their own gods in earnest run: 
They are the conscious heart's unconscious veins. 
Without Truth's vital light, whence can true vision come ? 
The letter killeth; spirit lifts, sustains: 
A single ray from God consumes earth's strongest chains. 

XXVI. 

Turn we from vain and sterile pageantry — 
From saintly show and trade funereal — 
To Nature's fields and dazzling symmetry ! 
Ah! blessed change! the solid earth, the aerial 
Scene, the cooling breeze, the sky ethereal, 
And smiling looks and eyes all-eloquent ! 
Grand procession of the court imperial! 
The royal camp is seen, the coverings rent, 
And lightly glance the smiles from shining tent to tent. 
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XXVII. 

But let us still keep journeying; the day 
Is radiant, and the road is bright, and long, 
And swarms of Flora*s children, wild and gay, 
Deep blushing bend! there is a floating throng 
Of silver-wing'd and busy life! how strong, 
Pure, delicate, the fragrant air 1 the green. 
Unruffled forest rings with mirthful song! 
There is a lull intense, a heat extreme: 
Nature slumbering smiles; it is her noonday dream. 

XXTIII. 

A moment more, a crescent storm appears: 
Wrath-foaming clouds in rapid transit sweep 
The east and north; great Nature instant wears 
A darker hue, and expectation deep, 
And silence dread, and terror, seems to keep 
i^ All mortal things. Tis close and sultry grown, 
But calm o'er all the plain,' whose golden back 
With bending plenty gleams; rains trembling down 
The lark its dying strain; and o*er the sky is thrown 

XXIX. 

Sunshine and gloom. And this is Waterloo ! 
Methinks I see the serried ranks advance! 
The maird and mighty hosts, that rampant flew. 
In death-defiant struggle spear and lance 
Each other. There, GauFs murderous Eagles glance, 
And far-extending spread their bronzed wings; 
And here, the Lion and her brood advance 
With step unfaltering, her lines like strings 
Of steel ! The clang of rushing steeds resounding rings! 



24 THB WAHPBBBB. 

XXX, 

There is a dubious pause. Hark ! the cannon's 
Fiery breath — in wrathful, grinding roar outsped ! 
Terrific ! the sulphury clouds, thick duns. 
And hugely rolls along the plain I Keen, dread, 
And close the conflict, and the ground is fed 
With blood ! Slow rolls the smoke away 1 Again 
*Tis clear 1 The Eagles hover round their dead 
And living prey, and tear the ground in vain 
But murd'rous strife, deluging in red the plain. 

ZXXL 

And what are those they grimly prance around— 
Nigh hid in quiv'ring fronts of bristling spears ? 
Britannia's Squares — ^rock-rooted to the ground. 
The panting Lion, couch'd, his teeth he glares 1 
Gaul's steel-clad cavalry he scorns and dares ! 
In vain the Eagle tramps and whets its beak, 
And wildly round and round war-wing'd careers, 
And plunges on the lair, its teeth to break ! 
War-horse and rider downward reel — ^in death they shake ! 

XXXII. 

Hark ! hark ! comes on the breeze the Bugle's long 
Heroic peal ! How stately rush the armed lines ! 
And swells the martial strain, grand, rhythmic, strong ! 
And gleams the bayonets like piercing flames ! 
A soldier's grave is all the soldier claims ! 
The bounding music strings his heart with steel. 
Great is the day when mighty genius combines. 
And flaming hosts against each other wheel. 
The world's foundations rock — earth and its mountains reel. 
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XXZIII. 

Tempestuous they charge ! the Battle rages on — 
Man murd'ring man. In dire hostility, 
A point is won and lost — and lost and won — 
And all is madness, blood, and cruelty. 
Again subsides, and backward rolls, the sea 
Of shining war, in momentary calm. 
And thousands strew the field. There, bond and free 
Now silent sleep. Who shall their deeds embalm, 
Or o'er their dauntless bravery raise heroic psalm ) 

XXXIV, 

In onslaught terrible the day has pass*d, 
And 'neath the glory of the sinking sun. 
On, on they come, the bravest and the best — 
Th' incomparable Guard, of dread renown — 
The heroes of a hundred fields, they come ! 
And loud and louder swells the murmur deep 
Of sweeping preparation ! They come I 
And comes the thunderstorm; and lightnings sweep 
The angry sky, and fiery portents wildly leap 

XXXV. 

From cloud to cloud ! a thunder-blast, and 
Then another, and another ! Fire, blood, 
Gloom, shrieks, yells, death — "Victory and England!*' 
^^Sauve qui pent J*' On ! on ! have at the brood ! 
'* JJorfaarts 1" — retribution, fierce and rude! 
On on — drink, drink your fill, and take, ye worn 
And weary warriors, your murdVous food ! 
The night comes on — ah, when shall come the morn ? 
Since now Gaul's hosts are swept like chaff before the storm. 
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XXXTL 

O dreadful day of heavy reckoning ! 
Here lie the bloody fruits, the wretched gain. 
Of Ignorance, and Vice, and maddening 
Misery. How poor, how weak, how vile and vain, 
The schemes of man, these piles of slain 
In horror tell ! Misled from age to age, 
To strong delusion all at last attain; 
And Unbelief, and Becklessness, and Rage, 
Mows with War's scythe the world from age to age. 

XXXVII. 

Where now Napoleon, god of victory — 
Where thy ambitious schemes ! Extinguish'd all ! 
Thy Power? No trace remains: but mockery, 
And scorn, and savage hate surround thy fall* 
No, never more shalt thou again control 
The destinies of men^ Thy work is done; 
And though thy dreaded name may still appal 
Fear-stricken men, extinct that fiery cone 
From which ye hurFd dismay, as from a Titan's throne, 

XXXVIII. 

And deem'd thyself a god ! Enormous fool ! 
With such an eye, and yet withal so mad — 
An eagle's vision in the furious bull ! 
The shape of mighty genius deep and sad 
Upon thy brow, thy fitful heart had 
Darker energies; a quick infernal heat 
And Pandemonian splendour, fiend-like led, 
At last, to Russia's snows thy million feet, 
Then flung thee, mighty Titan, from thy cloud-piled seat. 
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XXXIX. 

Slow, silent, terrible, came down in playful guise 
Those fibry flakes 1 Light, light, their beauteous dance ! 
So insignificant? The heart in terror dies 
Beneath these gentle blows — ^this airy prance — 
That smiling desolation ! Fast, fast, advance 
The pure and spotless deeps, so gently closing in, 
Host after host still heaping crystal lance on lance ! 
An awful grave, with Russian laurels strown! 
There is the arm, Napoleon, which overthrew thy throne ! 

XL. 

Those hardy warriors, where are they now? 
Those myriads that adored thy magic name ! 
Pale, hungry, lean, with horror on their brow, 
Amidst the whitening waste, they sink in shame. 
Heartrending pity seals the fearful gamej 
And yet again thou would'st thy fortune try; 
Shake yet again gigantic Europe's frame. 
And broken, crush*d, expunged, again you fly; 
On St Helena's barren rock condemn*d to die. 

XLI. 

How wondrous are thy ways, Eternal 
Providence ! Unto himself, to Nature, 
And to Thee untrue, at last insensible. 
Infatuate, the man becomes — past cure. 
Impossibilities seem then most sure. 
Inflexible — now devils whip him on. 
In frost and flame dominions to immure. 
How melts his dteam ! death-grinning end, his reign 
Gk)es out with withVing laugh! hallucination of the brain! 
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XLII. 

But thou hast spoken, and thy flaming speech, 
From war's proud pinnacle of high command, 
Was such as might henceforth the nations teach, 
Would they such awful teaching understand. 
Then thou art nothing, and thy preaching grand ! 
Upon careering floods we see thee ride! 
A world submerged, thou art the new-found land; 
Thy genius shall with future France abide, 
A shining, unextinguished peak amidst its tide. 

XLIII. 

Yes, thou hast said and done for France enough; 
With thee her chargers rested not nor slept, 
Until through hell-stain'd thrones they struck their hoof; 
Significant and retributive work, which swept, 
Tornado-like, throne, altar, hearth, and crypt. 
Forms, ceremonies, dreams, and Eome*s inflate 
Nonentity — and lightning peal*d and stript 
Earth's atheistic growth — ^her withered Phosnix-date — 
Overshadowing as with ashy waste man's whole estate. 

XLIV. 

Huge atrophy had seized the souls of men. 
And cureless misery, and howling pain; 
Wide Europe had become a gloomy den 
Of dark iniquity: the burning chain 
Of bloody cruelty and fell disdain 
Had gnaw'd into the heart; men sank and died 
Like beasts: they lived, and moved, and toil'd in vain; 
The fruitful springs of living truth had dried 
Within Humanity — exhausted Nature sigh'd! 
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XIV. 

Then struck the hour, and Revolution peaVd; 
The conflict of the Old and New began; 
Thrones, institutions, customs, rock'd and reeFd, 
As if volcanic fire through nations ran, 
And alteration huge was Nature's plan 
Of human renovation; million-eyed 
And grim — Democracy rose from its den! 
And moved, that Liberty might now be tried ! 
Equality of right ! and all mankind allied 1 

XLVI. 

Liberty, to do as we think best — We! 
Millions! — ^Think well! is this not liberty? 
It is: but liberty without an eye to see — 
A soul to understand I Blind energy: 
Yet powerful in its wild sincerity 
And note of preparation, the prelude 
To a progress vast of new activity ! 
A mere Idea, of all form denude, 
Tet holding in its fieshless grasp infinitude. 

XLVIL 

In this Idea millions dared to trust. 
Through hellish night its sacred splendour shone; 
It rounded thrones and empires in the dust. 
And dared through blood and gloom its path to run; 
It plough*d the world, and lit the souls of men, 
And is the strongest thing that ever grew; 
It lives and thinks its vast career begun; 
Abolishing the Old, it shapes the New, 
And to itself it has, and is, and will be true. 
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XLVIII. 

The gentle breath of Spring must with the blows 
Of angry blasts contend — the Past and its cold 
Energy; beneath its stroke the primrose 
Sweetly opens forth, anew the buds unfold ! 
So must new faith with chilling systems hold 
Long enmity; wrath, fear, and hate subdue. 
And savage bigotry, and cunning old, 
Craft's hollow, insineere, and servile crew — 
The same which from the first in wrath the Godlike slew. 

XLIX. 

So works within the spirit^s effluence; 
A new Idea fills the new-born time; 
Its thought is mighty, and its aim immense; 
Its breath a soaring hope, a word sublime, 
Though sheathed in passions dark, in vice and crime — 
Essential wine within old cisterns shut 1 
Of death and life it hath alternate chime, 
Now kindling joy, and now volcanic hate: 
To shivers rending hoary dens of dark deceit. 

L. 

France heedless sat, at her Belshazzar feast, 
The blood of millions crying from her tombs. 
To that high God whose ear retains the least 
Pulsation of a heart which prayer illumes; 
Who sin and darkness to destruction dooms; 
Who sees the bloodstain'd fiood, hears in the fiame 
The chosen vessels where his Word communes ! 
Such were thy Huguenots, born of his name; 
Thesewouldhavesaved thee, France, and thou hast murder'd 
them. 
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LI. 

They were the dawnings of that fire divine 
Which now is pour'd relentless on thy head; 
Its lamps all quench'd — through Chaos it shall shine, 
A fearful resurrection of the dead. 
Arm'd angels — ^furies — shall thy altars tread. 
And heroes lash each other to the judgment-hall — 
Down, down, through whirling deeps of carnage red; 
Behold the Hand now writing on the wall 1 
Like corrupt wrecks; Sin's monarchies down-rushing fall. 

LII. 

Rouse ye, rouse ye, France ! Shall wily strategy 
Again wormweave and bind with silken thread 
Thy strength, and vanity's thin effigy 
Efface thy vital force? E'en now the bread 
Falls from thy hand, and paralysis dread 
Hath seized thy heart! like cold unsentient clay: 
Thy weak and worthless rulers on ye tread; 
Thy noblest sons they persecute, betray. 
Despoil ! Worms, spiders, reptiles, on thy vitals prey ! 

LIII. 

Awake ! awake ! Shall phantoms hold thee in 
Their grasp — immure thee in their cloisters dumb — 
Entomb thee in delusion? Shall Sin 
Still triumph, and her fleshy hand benumb 
And seal thy inmost life? Then is thy sum 
Of wretchedness again complete: the hour 
Of stern and bitter chastisement must come; 
And Revolution's open jaws devour. 
And whirl in blinding ehaos, Order, Law, and Power. 
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LIV. 

Alas ! that gifted minds should lend their 
Noble faculties to propagate, expand, 
And soothe such wrong ! Could ye congeal to ice, sure, 
Rigid, motionless, the breath, or eyen brand 
The suffering souls of men? can ye then command 
The fire that smoulders there 1 Cry to the roar 
For bread — ^to misery's whirlwind. Hold ! Grand 
In its impious might, uprooting hoar 
Iniquity, which flees aghast, pale, blanch*d, and frore ! 

LT. 

If government be aught, 'tis that which, wisely 
Operating in the state, builds up, in slow 
And steady effort, order there, of free, 
And full, and various Industry: to throw 
Equality of right around, and sow 
The seed of godlike Equity; nourishing 
The deep, spontaneous energies that flow 
Within its breast, until they, germinating. 
Grow, and wax in fruitfulness, and upward spring 

LVI. 

In noble tendencies ! But — ^intercept 
Fire's smoking orifice— who shall defeat 
Its hidden consequence 1 How interrupt 
Its angry virulence — the progress fleet 
Of wrath inveterate — the haste and heat 
Of pain and rage — ^that swift severity 
Whose flashing force like lightning blasts the seat 
Of crafty fools — lynx-eyed Cupidity? 
So perish all injustice, greed, and villany! 
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JtYll. 

That there are Patriotic souls in France, 
Who shall gainsay I But ^here? Now far and load 
Derision — ^pity ringsl The awry glance, 
The shuffling speech, the JanUs fa^ a crowd 
Of sycophants, political, a shroud 
Of loathsome qualities, which loudly tdl. 
That decorated knaves are but a cloud. 
Of glittering mendicants; who freely sell 
The Hving core of honour for its shining shell! 

LVIII. 

Shades of Port Boybl, whither hast thou fled? 
Where, now, the savour of thy perfumed shrine? 
Thorns, thistles, brambles blooib about thy bed, 
And hemlock, nightHshade, hellebore, entwine-*— 
The miasmatic progeny malign 
Sprung from the spittle cancerous of Rome I 
Her blighted ofispring is thy only sign: 
Toads, asps, and owls about thee hiss and moan; 
Rome's mildew'd ears still swarm around thy vanished home. 

LIX. 

Dig wider, deeper. Sextons of La Trappe I 
Battalions of red leaves, are wriggling downl 
Sufficient is the fall to fill the gap; 
The tnighty thing is dead^ts place unknown; 
Its sapless limbs with lichens blue overgrown. 
Now branch by branch they bear it to the tomb, 
And o'^r it still thef mournets' tears are strewn; 
There let it slumber in its ancient womb, 
There rest, perturbed spirit/ till thy final doom. 
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LX. 

Ye busy millions^ worn with toil and care — 
Heroic children of the social weal ! 
Ye who disinterested do and bear — 
Ye hearts arm'd with the patriot's fearless zeal ! 
Who rush to sacrifice and not to steal, 
Oh calmly bear, and patiently endure, 
The heavy pressure of Power's iron heel ! 
It is the penalty of progress snre^— 
The tree must ripen, ere its fruit ye can secure. 

What signify these vain and sterile schemes, 
Wild and absurd, of babbling demagogues ? 
Abortions of the brain, the shallowest dreams; 
Mere scintillating streaks from fetid bogs ! 
Though useful in their place, dogs are but dogs— » 
Unripe remains unripe — ^howe'er they bark. 
Blind effort with mere mud all progress clogs; 
Rise each by each as doth the soaring lark; 
Not what another saith he can — can make thee pierce the 
mark! 

LXII. 

Who works for France ! Toward systems, dynasties, 
Abstractions void, confusedly they drive! 
That vast Humanity, sublime, with eyes, 
Hearts, souls, which moves, and breathes, and is alive; 
Hath Reason, Intellect, and can contrive. 
And is of God divine — ^who heedeth it? 
Who shall ascend its heights? who downward dive 
Into its depths unknown — with wonders lit — 
With world on world invisible it is replete? 
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IiXIII. 

Each Bcreec&ing out his little scheme, mistakes 
Its gaseous puff for Ood*s infinitude 1 
The mighty heavens depart ! his bubble takes, 
His little sll, of hope, fear, certitude 1 
About he walks, in his void plenitude, 
Tormenting souls with his vacuity, 
And wonders much at their inertitude. 
His bubble is to him divinity; 
Humanity, and its vast .truth, mere nullity ! 

JiXIV. 

All mighty things work silently to bless 
And raise mankind; so Nature lives, and grows, 
And gives: so writes the thinker, and the Press 
So speaks, and so the student reads: so glows 
The star-enamell'd deep, and tranquil flows 
The fertilising stream 1 Thought is silent; 
And the still, small' voice of God bestows 
Its wisdom mute — ^like dew in its descent 1 
How silent are God's works 1 how large And reverent ! 

LXV. 

In silence, heroes act untold renown— 
And benefactors plan; the craftsman good 
So loves to work^ — and so good deeds are done. 
So Science ploughs in deep and serious mood 
Its solitary way; and so hath stood. 
And taught, A/t and Art's silent monuments. 

, In silence God is felt and understood, 
Throughout His pure unnumberM firmaments. 

True worship silently adores His lineaments. 
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LXTI. 

We music name, the tones of this deep tide, 
When they are minist'ring to human sense; 
How wondrous are its accents to abide. 
How powerful is its word — its life intense! 
How silent are we, when its eloquence 
Adorns the church, the senate, or the strand I 
Howtottch'd when round the hearth its tones commence — 
How seem we then on holy ground to standi 
'Tis in the Wren's sweet hjmn, the Lute's soft tone, the 
Anthem grand* 

LZTII. 

The People seek legitimate redress — 
Right of discussion, free and unconfined : 
The nursing of a free, unfetter'd Press 
Alone can mould and fashion mind to mind, 
To mutual benefit; exalt and bind. 
In unity of aim. Right, Freedom, Law: 
The wheat sift from the chaff, and frank and kind 
Lead on the Hying whole. Thus errors thaw 
And disappear, and each toward all is held in awe. 

LXTIII. 

Behold, je say, these miscreants, who know 
No secret of organic change, who bend. 
With dangerous zeal, their craft to oyerthrow 
And spoil, mistaking still the way, the end. 
The means, and wildly striving to defend 
Their whims chimerical— to equalise, 
Guide, purify, remodel, man; yet lend 
Withal naught but bare bones to grind and craze, 
The teeth, and head, in yehement and foolish phrase! 
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LXIZ. 

The purest wisdom will the farthest reach, 
And win sure audience on its shining way; 
Reverberating still from each to each, 
With power divine to re-create the day, 
And downward far and wide ray after ray 
In endless propagation spreads; the brown, 
Low soil of Being feels it is the way — 
A fruitful impulse through its heart is thrown, 
By law divine the People's truest power is sown. 

IiXX. 

Albion ! hold fast your trust, and watch 
With Argus-eyes this Art-form'd mouth of man — 
The radiant crown and head of Freedom ! thatch 
It round and round with eyes, that every one 
May guard and honour it, and none dare ban 
This last and greatest, all-concentering 
Bight: here lies redemption of all ill — ^plan 
Eloquent in purpose all-extending; 
Heaven unfurPd — the stem from which unresting 

LZXI. 

Progress flows, wide as infinitude. 
And stable as the sun which guides its orbs in 
Order on, sublime, in solar magnitude. 
Ye band of leaders bright — ye sacred kin — 
Ye trumpeters of thought — ye eyes ne'er dim-^ 
Ye elect of the land, keep clear and free 
Your soundfng shells ! your burnished horns re-trim ! 
And fearless sound, till land, and air, and sea, 
Beverberate in heaven-resounding jubilee ! 
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LXZII. 

Te Saxons, Celts, hearts of heroie moulcl, 
Let reconciliation now begin, 
Grasp hand in hand in pure and honest hold, 
Renounce the reign of Hate, Deceit, and Sin ! 
What eminence can mutual folly win ! 
What waste of time,* of wealth, of earnestness, 
Is shipp'd and sunk in its pernicious din I 
What horrors slumber in its dark recess ! 
What doth it institute, what doth it rear or bless) 

LZXIII. 

See how the mighty future dawns apace ! 
See Science to dominion silent speed: 
See subtle Thought Earth's latent powers embrace ! 
Man reineth Nature as he would a steed. 
And rending lightnings homely service lead; 
Electric Ariels leap from land to land. / 

Swift as the swallow, now, man skims the mead! 
Shall we be brutish to divine command. 
Humanity and nature moving hand in hand? 

LXXIV. 

Shall man be blind to his high destiny ? 
Shall he deny his soul's immortal wealth) 
Shall he ignore his inborn dignity) 
Sneak through God's universe in fear and stealth — 
'Mid drivelling dreams of cureless sin and filth) 
Hurl ye such lechery headlong in the dust! 
From thine own soul draw thou immortal health! 
Leave these mean wretches in their filth to rust: 
Is't thine — ^lift up thy head on high, dare to be just! 
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LXZY. 

Whence liast thou Sense, and its rich universe — 
A£fection*s deep and ever-moving streams; 
That gentle touch, which can the bosom pierce — 
That eye's wild utterance, and flashing beams? 
Whence are those wonders bright which light thy dreams; 
These passions hot; that cold and stem disdain; 
That sparkling mockery; these witty gems; 
That humour quaint; these showers of verbal rain? 
Whence hast thou breath and speed — emotive heart, breast, 
brain? 

LZZVL 

That understanding clear, whence is its light? 
Whence that commanding power of science vast? 
Pallasian Wisdom and its armour bright; 
These teeming thoughts, these memories of the past; 
That longing Infinite, balm of the blest? 
Whence Astrean Reason's truth and equity, 
Palingenesian Faith's ascending crest, 
Calm Intellect, and soaring Piety? 
Cast forth thy low desires — grasp Qod's Humanity ! 

LZZVIL 

Fear not, Ood reigns! not Sin, and devils less. 
These but derange. Qod reigns and soothes 
His children's miseries and deep distress ! 
Those bluster and confound. He smiles and smooths; 
Hurt innocence in Hope He gently sheathes, 
And blesseth it with large pre-eminence 1 
How easy is Life's way when He but breathes ! 
What peace, faith, hope, what energy immense, 
Are instantaneous born, from His life-giving glance ! 
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LXXTIII. 

Would'st thou be wise^ haste realise thj aouU 
What serveth it to know that Paul had eyes — 
If thou hast none ! threw from him rite and stole—* 
If thou hast one ! Shalt thou thy day despise. 
And worship his) whose voice across the ages cries— ^ 
Awake, thou sleeper 1 rouse thee from the dead! 
God calls thee to eternal life. Arise 1 
Above, around, within, His power is shed; 
Shall He who feedeth sparrows, leave thy soul unfed ? 

LXXIX. 

Distracted sectaries, distracted schools, 
Condemned each other still to aggravate 1 
What signify whole piles of frigid rules ? 
Is Christ a thing which logic can debate? 
Or is he resurrective life— man's quick estate! 
A joy-abounding fountain, streaming free; 
Almighty love displacing fear and hate: 
Immortal beauty like a starlit sea: 
Where shine and glow the glories of eteinity t 

LXXX. 

Seek thine own soul; Gk>d's light and thee shall meet> 
Fools gape without, watch thou within; into 
Thy closet go; with searching eye read, meditate 
In silence on Truth's sacred law; till you 
In sweet communion with your ever true 
And beating breast, to Reason clear attain; 
In faith and earnestness ascend to new 
And ever higher truths, as ye a mountain 
Would^ where every step reveals a deeper fountain ! 
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IiXXXI. 

The love of Troth is wise, and knoweth well 
The Yoice of that great Shepherd whom it seeks; 
Reyering those who in its light excel. 
Of many things unknown to man it speaks; 
He striveth till the gladd'ning day-spring breaks; 
Undjdng hope works in his anxioas breast; 
The high he emulates, the low forsakes; 
In free activity he finds his rest, 
And thus discerneth he the secret of the blest I 

LXXXII. 

Live, act^ reveal, for here the law is waste; 
Give, give abundantly, thou shall have more. 
Thy living bread upon life's waters east — 
Spend &st, each shilling spent brings fifty-score; 
And every day is richer than the day before 
In new experience — abounding youth. 
Thou shalt God's wondrous touch know, and adore! 
See with thine eyes the little seed's great growth, 
The easy yoke— the miracle hid in God's truth! 

IrXXXtll. 

And well I know five thousand souls were fed 
With five small loaves ! an easy thing to Gkxl. 
His touch can feed, and fill, and raise the dead, 
As Jesus did when earth was his abode. 
The smallest portions these which he bestow'd, 
Of Life's vast miracle 1 Eternal life 
He gave and gives to all who take Truth's road; 
His peace he gives, his sorrow, and his strife — 
His true disciples do inherit Abrah'm's fire and knife. 



42 9HM WAITDBRSR 

LXXXIY. 

And all which appertains to Truth is good * 
And beaatiful, Art, Science, History — 
Nature, whole and part — ^surpassing good; 
Qiye nor end nor bound to your research — ^free — 
Seek! appropriate! but still refer ye 
All to Truth's one central stem ! Love and adore 
The Source of all! What lacketh this is inly 
Dead and lifeless, however rast its lore-^ 
Fleshless withered bones, or putrid in its core, 

LXXXT. 

For Reason large hath its own (Genesis— 
Historical procession high and low; 
A wide, and wonderful Periphrasis; 
Embracing in its orbit all we know. 
Or do not know, of that vast tidal flow 
Of ancient things, o'er which men stare and strain; 
Perceiving not the key is here, and now. 
To all which can have vital worth for men! 
Up to your soul you must return deeds to explain. 

LXXXVI. 

All creeds, types, records, symbols, images, 
Are but the vivid sparks of life's quick flame! 
Large mirrors clear — ^bright broken flashes — 
Shining sands of mind — set in artistic frame, 
Cast on earth's shore from Thought's eternal stream! 
Amidst the wreck and tumuli of Time, 
The pale-faced student brightens as they gleam; 
The large-eyed antiquary glides from tomb to tomb. 
And hauls the dim memorials from death and gloom. 
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LXXZTII. 

Wise Socrates fonook all aucient saws— 
Instinctivelj diyined a richer mart; 
In his own soul the active voice and laws 
Of living Reason, man's immortal part, 
Communion held in his deep, musing heart — 
How to command the powers of Sin and Lust? 
A high Physician thou to reach this art. 
Poor Adam wreck'd his reason in the dust-* 
Shall Socrates resume the reins of his high trust? 

Lxxxvni. 
Sage-seeker thou, so genial, strongs and free, 
So feeling after truth, and finding it, ) 

There, where alone thou could'st distinctly see 
And know — thyself! What was all learned wit 
To thee? A flash, with pride and folly lit! 
Great Prince and Purifier of thine age, 
The wisest of mankind, so is it writ, 
How th6u didst in that specious Babel wage 
Belentless war — ^witness the might of. Plato's page. 



In Eden rose that Iris-hued, earth-circling bow 
Of Science wide, which now in Greece self-known, . 
Returns into the deep's divine whence all things flow! 
And where the sun? Unseen — its rays aye shone 
In laws, in prophecy, in lofty song; 
In bright anticipations of life's King — 
The Lord of Love— whence Reason, Beauty sprang. 
The spotless gem, which binds the golden ring, 
Of ancient time — ^the Star of Bethlehem — our King. 
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XO. 

As o'er the night the starry arches span, 
So spans o'er cycles vast of wandVing time 
The everlasting Word reveal'd to man, 
In all the heaVnlj hues of Love sublime; 
Aboye an ocean wild of sin and crime — 
Peace! peace! it saith, and pitying lights serene 
With its benignant smile the weltering gloom, 
While thunders roll, and lightnings fierce and keen 
Far-flashing sweep earth's stormy elements between. 

xoi. 
From thee, O King of kings! sole Fount of Gfood, 
Of every Excellence, and all which is! 
Come forth, the blessed Light, the Bow, the Cloud! 
Ruler, art thou in heaven, earth, hell's abyss — 
Insensate deep of lawless wickedness — 
Nor devil ruleUi there where is no rule ! 
But Thou dost rule, and devils this confess — 
In sovereign righteousness Thou rulest sole, 
Threading with thy all-seeing Eye the boundless whole! 

XCII. 

Stand forth, ye mighty ones, unveil your trust ! 
What can ye liken to Immanuel's Love? 
All else shall as that garment change to dust, 
Which ye in tears and misery remove 
Into its native earth. What doth it prove? ^ 
Fear not the stroke which doth the body kill, 
But that which blinds the soul, hides God above. 
Be true: the Living One thy soul shall fill, 
And breathe into thy breast His wisdom and His will. 
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XOIII. 

Ye hearts heroic, slumber not nor sleep- 
Now is the hour, the time, the day to dol 
No longer fruitless lamentation keep; 
Leave ye the idle idleness to yiew ! 
Be thou with thine own soul direct and true; 
Control, redress, dismiss, unblest desire: 
A yirtuous and noble path pursue. 
And evermore unceasingly aspire, 
A pure and purer energy thou shalt acquire. 

XOIT. 

Look to the open sky, thou art secure- 
Look o'er a precipice, thy brain shall reel; 
A sense diyine — a vertigo impure, 
Descends from heaven above-^^ascends from hell I 
Fix thou thy thought on high, then art thou well; 
Embrace impurity, and headlong down 
Its dark declivities thine act shall wheel! 
As thou dost love, think, work, so shalt thou own 
The inmates of a tomb, or Beauty's star-wove crown. 

xcv» 
Toil on, ye busy millions, toil and moil; 
A necessary work at least ye do I 
Man's pedestal is earth — the fruitful soil; 
Since ye prefer naught else, its surface strew. 
Mine, till, and sow, to thee it shall be truel 
Ye pave the way for Ood's abundant bread; 
Old things shall pass, anon, all shall be new; 
With giant-han'ded Science at thy head, 
A glorious world shall stand reveal'd as ye are sped. 
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XCVL 

Let lilies grow, and deep-dyed violets; 
All gentle things subdue the barren waste: 
Let ruddy fruite, grape, fig, and marl'd nuts 
Arise, with forest bloom and corn-field interlaced; 
Broad granaries with briery border graced; 
Let earth be Eden — Ere the Beautiful 
O'er all its wonder-working bosom traced, 
Man, mightier than before he fell, 
Shall wax in freedom, genius, and heayen-bom skill! 

XCVII, 

The mandate of the mightiest must prevail. 
And Nature works his never-changing will — 
Her endless transformations shall not fall, 
Foi^ evermore her silent laws shall fill 
Aur, earth, and ocean's pregnant womb distil 
Ascending change — ^its gem-filFd choral halls shall swell 
Up to the sky; the exhausted hoary hill [shall well, 
Descend; Love's fervent heat through earth's cold frame 
And peace, and gentleness, and joy, with Nature dwell. 

XOVIII. 

And Science, moving on her myriad paths, 
With Amphyonic Industry entwine, 
In world-circumference to weave its wefts. 
Of elemental light and law divine, 
And wing'd Icarian wonders new shall shine, 
To which Dsedalian skill is pale and dim — 
As is the moonlight to the lustre fine. 
Of orient morn, so shall the contrast seem. 
As round the world with Orphic charm its threads sliall 
stream. 
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XCIX. 

And intrepidity of soul, heart, hand, 
With comprehensive polity shall blend, 
In progress bold, in order free and grand; 
To unimagined Art man shall ascend, 
And cultured excellence to all extend; 
A true fraternity shall rise, and by its side 
A righteous brave Ekklesia, to tend, and spend. 
And truly Educate. The Spirit great shall guide, 
And o^er the world the beauty and the majesty of Truth 
preside. 

Then shall regenerated peoples sing 
In heaven-clear song the glory of the Lamb, 
And Law and Faith in chorus sweet shall ring, 
And mighty Love out-breathe its tones of flamej 
And crystal hills, rills, clustering vales, exclaim, 
Be-echoing deep the all-triumphant strain. 
And rolling winds renew His wondrous name 
Bound the far Universe, to swell again 
The harpings of redeemed, Qod-praising, radiant men. 

ci. 
Not over-righteous are ye; that is well! 
So Solomon most wisely doth declare. 
Though ye, no doubt, your birthright often sell. 
For pottage nferely, or for coarser fare, 
Ye may be better than ye are aware. 
Next to the noble man 's the honest sinner. 
One who Bees well he needeth large repair. 
And doth his stupid deeds each day consider — 
The devil's hope 's your self-adjusted formal trimmer. 
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CII. 

Oh striye ye to be wise in beaort, as strong 
Of hand, and powerful in your industry; 
Then were ye noble, and yotfr work a song. 
As under or above the ground ye ply I 
Ye swarming hosts, parts of «n order high. 
Magician-like and grim, ye dig, and bore, 
And blast, and mine, beneath a mineral sky! 
Full of strange characters is that vast store 
Of extinct worlds, whence ye draw sparry coal and ore, 

OIII. 

For dusky millions more to smelt, and mould, 
And cast, and purify; and engineering 
Millions ready, then, to give with weapons bold, 
Shape, polish, comi)ass — scientific spring 
And unity — and lo ! a King shall puff and sing. 
With fire and steam, scud like a demon o'er the ground! 
Or like a mythic Titan swan, to swim and wing 
The surging brine, his breath an awful sound. 
Resurrection of old Greece— Prometheus unbound. 

CIV, 

And bear ye bales t>f cotton back again. 
For countless thousands more, to scutch, and plait, 
And card, and stretch, and spin, and wind, and twine. 
And turn an airy weed, with intricate 
And touching skill, into a work elate 
With radiant consequence eccentric; 
A magic woven ground of love and hate — 
Of mind, and sense, and mysteries aesthetic-^ 
The clothing art and act is eminently ethic! 
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or. 
Where ye may see reflected, motley-wise, 
The temper, taste, and disposition of each 
Other — if ye have art to see, and eyes: 
For everything beneath the sun doth teach, 
Suggest, or influence, just to its reach 
Of capability. Colours saintly 
Some prefer — black, white, or several; each 
Hath his own peculiar eye; and she. 
Infirm in moral energy, adores the flaunty. 

OVL 

And dear to Vanity's dim eyes are stoles, 
Hats, lappets, with their wondrous curves and folds^ 
And lights, and shades, resembling living souls; 
Dear, above all, the clothing art, which holds 
And makes them what they are — apparent fields 
Of spicery. The cat, the bear, the goat. 
Lend their perfume; the tortoise waves and builds 
The hair; the calf hath furnish'd forth the foot: 
Yerily, the heart hath many a curious root. 

CVII. 

Behold him there, array'd in Fishion's frock 1 
Great Nature needs must laugh at this her child, 
A little king of shreds ! he '11 ape and mock 
His star-eyed mother — say she is black, and soil'd. 
And undivine; indeed, he knows not she is mild, 
And beautiful, and wise. — ^This Exquisite ! 
He says she's dead, deceitful, ancl defiled: 
Her flowery paths he sagely would inhibit; 
What could more perfectly its nescience exhibit? 
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OVIII. 

She jdelds him marbles to adorn his halls — 
Mere parings from her nails — ^which he adores ! 
Her sparkling minerals glance from his walls; 
And on his table piled her ouriotts stores. 
Abundantly he eats, and drinks, and •swears: 
His mother's very vitals he would suck ! 
Ingeniously, at length, the savage dares 
To drain her very heart. Alas, ill-luck ! 
He lands amidst blue devils, fiery fiends, and muck. 

oiz. 
Such is the modem educated Cain ! 
A compound of the parrot, wolf, and ass. 
How many thousands hath that sorcerer slain, 
Who daily to his mouth lifts up the glass? 
Whatl is example nought? Then let it pass; 
For ye are but blind leaders of the blind — 
The willing slaves of sottish Acratus. 
Qreat Nature, gentle, glorious, and kind, 
Beserves her living treasures for the pure in mind. 



The hapless mother, ^nrith pale, quivering lip, 
Now mixing poison for her hungry babe; 
The murderer, with heart and brain seal'd up — 
Hell vital breathing working at its trade — 
Then swung up in triumph, the crime unmade, 
And thousands shoutiog round; hospitals filFd 
With suicidal disease, from every grade 
Of misery bred I What is War's list of kill'd 
To this? Can ye rehearse the number dead upon its field? 
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OXI. 

O music-toned, heart-healing Sympathy, 
Sweet efflorescence of sweet womankind, 
Soul of all true and vital amity ! 
Between the old and young I see thee stand, 
Stretching to both thy warm, maternal hand; 
The guardian angel of the human race ! 
Thy gentleness is mightier to command 
The springs of gratitude, the springs of grace. 
Than all the laws and attributes of Power and Place. 

OXII. 

Like mildew'd ear among the golden grain, 
Or musty fruit beside the ripe and full. 
Is Woman, destitute of that rich vein 
Which from her breast, as from a sacred pool. 
Should pour its vital stream, to soothe and heal, 
fieanimate and cheer the poor and lone; 
And barren is that heart which can but feel 
For natural kin — all else shut out, unknown. 
Such sympathy shall never wear the fadeless crown ! 

OXIIL 

Through all this wide commingled life there beats, 
From courtly pinnacle to earth-sunk base, 
The Pulse Politic; — strife which cools and heats 
Its mighty frame — an ever-burning haze 
Of Hope — the deeper life's outsoaring blaze: 
How to build Freedom up, plant firm its foot, 
Grasp, realise, reveal, phase after phase 
Of never-ending strength; feed on the root 
Immortal^ and its golden Hesperides fruit? 



I 
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CXIV. 

It is a noble aim; and if ye would 
Insure it^ slay ye first the dragon Qreed. 
Disinterested ye must toil for good — 
Your own, your country's good — and earn the meed 
Of your herculean toil, by casting seed 
Of noble, earnest effort round and round; 
Heroically striking down the need 
Of base and sensual things. If ye are bound 
In Selfishness, your strife is but an empty- sound. 

cxv. 
Upright, noble purpose is the germ and 
Spring of big futurity. The moment 
Te conceive, and, bold and resolute, expand 
Into a clear and conscious firmament 
Of lofty Purpose, quicken'd and cement 
In patience, perseyerance, hope — ^new might, 
New life, in truth begins. If ye regret, faint. 
Or look back, the syren song of Gain will smite 
Thy foolish ear, incurably thy purpose blight. 

CXVI. 

Do unto others as ye would that they 
Should do to you ! So crieth all, while each 
The slave of his own selfish cunning way 
And meanest counsel is. What serveth speech 
To such hypocrisy? Let us teach 
Each other truly, and consistent be 
In word and act, and seek no more, in leech- 
Like appetite, a glutton's share, that we. 
In justice each to all, may prosper and agree. 
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OXTII. 

Weed, till, cultivate, thj mind; and still combine 
Head, heart, and band, the Truth to emulate. 
To study and command thyself, is line 
Direct to noblest Freedom — regal gate 
To princely power. It is our manhood's state 
Of wisdom, judgment, moral order, pure 
And high, which we must realise innate. 
These are the elements which do endure; 
On these foundations Man is Godlike, strong, and sure. 

CXVIIL 

But bitter, bitter, as essential gall, 
Are all things made when selfish rule is free, 
Its darkness to enact; its wretched stall 
Mistake for Wisdom's palace, and decree, 
And lore, and hate accordingly. 
But let us hope that slowly this will change, 
And each and all, intelligent, shall see 
Their proper destination, nor derange 
Each other's weal, and evil more and more estrange. 



Mysterious and most astonishing 
Is Life. Let each but look within his heart. 
Observe its hidden impulse, aim, and spring; 
And in his head — ^what there transpires ! the part 
His inward being, his deportment outward, 
Hay. Do they agree? Comparison therein 
Te cannot make; for flexile, selfish art 
Is Janus-faced, and wisdom smiling, e'en 
When all is weary, sad, and sorrowful within, 
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OXX. 

Deceiveth all. Yet, there is an Eye, that 
Can discern in lineament and word, 
And read Hypocrisy's dark book, and lack 
Not truth in its device; there 'tis mirror'd, 
And Form sees Form, reveal'd in dark accord. 
Unravelling complexity; and trust 
Or distrust gives or holds, and can afford 
To walk in safety, or, by sudden thrust, 
Make shiver o'er duplicity's heart-eating rust. 

ox XI. 

How beautiful the chaste and noble glance 
Of sovereign Woman, whose heart and soul 
Sleeps in her brow, glows in her eye, and thence 
Irradiates, illuminates the whole 
Divinity, which spreads without control 
The countenance — ^the living proof and proud 
Prerogative of elevated soul, 
Whose motive power, like martial music loud. 
Concentres on itself all eyes, crowd after crowd.--^ 

CXXII. 

In multitude like to these stars, all bright, 
Which gem the sky, and o'er whose darkly glittering 
Fields the fleecy clouds, like eagles of the night. 
Sweep on, in rapid transit, their broad wing 
Outstretching more and more, still speeding 
On and on, as if, in haste and fear, they sped 
On some important mission. They begin 
To shake their dewy wings, and rain-drops shed 
Around. So let it be. Good-night I — We will to bed. 
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I. 
With Csesar's cause grea4> Boni« was at an end — 
Hicjaeet tenmnusJ With Cffisar, too, 
Thj life Historioal begins, great. England I 
Thou art a bold continuation, free 
And vast, of Roman energj 1 Land and aea — 
Where is the termination of thy power 1 
Both day and night oontinuonsly flee, 
Tet round it rest perpetudtl. The sphere 
Meridian and midni^ darcumyeats thy sceptre ! 

IL 

Like Rome's, thy li& has been and will be yet 
A stormy tide ! On through Saxon, Danish^ 
Norman strife — ^what seas of blood ! Nor forget 
Thy Barons bold, whose great accomplish 
Squared thy deep foundation! A Triton dish i 
Of Nature's own formation, thy Alfred aaw — 
The Pharos- soul'd — ^the powerful finish 
Of its sea-girt form; and strove to draw 
Deep lines of Strength, Bight, Justice, into form and law. 
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III. 

And these, and many more, had lived and died, 
And left a monument of deeds behind; 
Tea, sealing with their blood the work thej tried, 
With noble fearlessness of heart and mind, 
To found and institute among mankind: 
Or boldly challenged Error to defend 
The deeds which proved it crafty, foul, and blind, 
Ev'n if the consequence should shake earth's end. 
All link'd Authority and Bule to firagments rend. 

IV. 

For, as in ancient times the dove went forth — 
While yet the ground submerged in darkness lay — 
While yet the mountain-tops alone stood forth. 
Above the level waste of waters grey. 
So Providence sends oft an ark of clay 
Across the stormy world of space and time, 
To see how goes the night, how spreads the day — 
A mortal gifted with a soul sublime. 
To see how high the heart of man has dared to climb. 

V. 
Midst storm, and sunshine, thus the stem up grew. 
And streamed its roots deep through the land; and strong 
Its inmost grain, which vigorously threw 
Its branches forth, still battling down the Wrong — 
The Bight upheaving. Chaucer into song 
And leafy beauty bursts, a fragrant thorn 
Of incense, pure and strong, which shed its long 
And brier-sweet breath, brave actions to adorn: 
First golden ray of Albion's poetic morn I 
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VI. 

And other things were fashioning in the bud, 
And in the stem, of wondrous origin ! 
Things, too, deform'd and hideous did rub 
Their grisly germs combustible, in 
Silent altercation I The spirit din 
Within the womb of Time, where first the fight 
Begins; where Thought and Purpose ceaseless spin, 
The Old and New; destroying Wrong, and Right 
Perfecting. All things sifting in a loom of light. 

VII. 

As Spenser did his " Fairy Queen!*' which is 
A banquet rich — a long and loving lay — 
A pure and virtuous feast, where he his 
Wondrous fruitfulness unfolds: and now to-day 
We see these ancient things, and grateful say, 
Most excellent — ^bright woof of crimson dyes. 
The light *!t hangs in is th' eternal ray, 
Unconsumable ! Swiftly Time still flies; 
Day after day rolls on — ^but Virtue never dies. 



Then reign'd a daring and imperious Queen, 
Of athlete energy — Religion Protestant; 
In prudence large, and in discernment keen — 
Most subtle, rapid, wise, and eloquent. 
The essence of her stately government. 
With wide prerogative to loose and bind. 
And judgment clear, and head of large intent, 
In heart dissimulate and unrefined — 
A modern Deborah and Jael intertwined. 
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IX. 

Around her shone an age of massive, wide, 
And wondrous bloom; which, upward soaring high, 
Hung, like the golden islands in the sunny deep: 
Toward which, as toward a manna-pregnant sky, 
New generations freely come to buy 
Substantial food. Gome, come, ye poor and lean; 
Here may you slake your thirst and life espy! 
Things marveUouB may here in truth be seen — 
A bright creation pendant in the deep serene. 

X. 

Art thou not so, thou peerless Avon Swan? 
In matchless wisdom, honesty, and love, 
Thine eye lights up the deep! Thou art a man; 
Take thee for all in all, we shall not have 
Thy like again! Blest be the Power which gave 
Thy tongue such utterance, thy heart such truth; 
Which made thy soul so meek, so large, so Rrave; 
Adom*d thee with Apollo's brow and mouth. 
And footstep light, and fulness of immortal youth ! 

XI. 

In times when Faith was Fact, and Words were Deeds, 
The infancy of man-^the days of old — 
He who the antique book of Jasher reads. 
May find that Joshua, a conqueror bold. 
Commanded sun and moon their course to hold; 
And they stood still as by a mightier cause, 
And for a day no longer onward rolFd. 
But thou, omnific image of creative laws, 
Compeird a burning host of radiant worlds to pause ! 
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XII. 

Now look on this! What do we seel The brow 
Of Mercury — a Trismegistian head! 
In which a New Organon slowly grew, 
Of intellect and eloquence the god; 
He bears the snake-entwined Gaducean rod — 
Apollo's gift; and thus a dangerous fellow! 
Whose head in heaven to dust shall slope and nod: 
With intellect so large and ear so hollow, ^ 
He, Midas-like, preferr'd Pan's piping to Apollo. 

xin. 
The man who took account and oareAil weigh'd, 
In pensive scale, all Learning, Science, Arts, 
And yet this tow'ring intellect betray'd 
A leaning to the earth, and wanted parts 
Essential to pure and noble hearts; 
As may be seen in words and actions writ, 
Of menial mark, which to his gold imparts 
An earthy hue. Prodigious was his wit; 
Cup-bearer to the gods, among them he shall sit. — 

XIV. 

An intellect, which like a source of light — 
A mighty Eye unseal'd in Thought's domain — 
Unveil'd the firmaments of day and night. 
The Known distinguishing, and the Unknown 
Revealing on its dark and pregnant throne — 
Majestic in its darkness and divine: 
And reverently that shining soul did strain, 
By wise experiment to guide and mine, 
And Nature, Reason, Revelation's bond define. 
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XT. 

The Bo'z and Jachin these of English lore, 
Round which all Gothic, Roman, and Athenian 
Arts and characters aspiring soar; 
The imagery of dark Egyptian 
Ken — ^hieroglyphic or meridian 
Moor — of Arabesque, or Jewish praise, 
Ionic bold, or light Corinthian; 
On broad and spacious Nature's Doric base. 
The plumage of all times and ages upward blaze.. 

XTI, 

Through which we enter to that wondrous Church 
Which Herbert rear'd, and paved, and pinnacled, 
With many a brilliant stone, and pointed arch. 
And soaring spire, and weavings manifold 
Of silver frostwork, diamond, and gold. 
And lily-work, and pomegranate wreath. 
And curious mirrors, new and old. 
Which shine like dew-drops on each grassy sheath ; 
A purer air, a purer life, here all things breathe. 

XVII. 

Ethereal soul, transparent as the noon 1 
So humble, joyful, conscious of its crown, 
A living temple of the purest One ! 
Thou standest there, before His heavenly throne. 
By day and night, and oracles supreme. 
Like pearls from thy lips descending fall. 
His truth, and grace, and glory is thy theme; 
Still listening, watching, waiting for his call. 
Who is unto thy soul its life, breath, all in all. 
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XVIII. 

Yictorious Soul ! thy heavenly minstrelsy 
Hath all the essence pure of God's own vine, 
And leapeth up and down in ecstasy. 
Unto the marriage-feast line taketh line, 
In dance, and revelry, and joy divine; 
And sweet and solemn tones reverb around. 
And vestal lamps in pure effulgence shine, 
And flowing cups, and manna sweet abound. 
Liove, harmony, and mirth, and music deep resound. • 

XIX. 

The hardest preparation is within, 
Saith this sweet Child of God; and, addeth he, 
Who doth the Father's will, shall of his doctrine 
Know. For that One living Spirit free 
Which Scripture wrote, alone can read and see 
Its truth reflected there — One, Equal, Uniform; 
Restoring thus supreme Identity — 
Internal, concentrated, luciform — 
To that which, else divided, is occult and chroniforra, 

XX. 

A chain of forts circumvallating God — 
The limit of the surging waves of time. 
Without is World — ^within, the calm abode 
Of changeless purity and power sublime. 
Afar, around, subjection, war, and crime; 
The march of history — ^the earthly race, 
Where States are built — Ambition loves to climb; 
The realm of past and future, time and space. 
Where fools for evetmore life's brilliant shadows chase. 
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XXL 

The State, as Mgis, guards and bounds tbis outward 
As Church, Man seeks his spiritual source — [whole; 
The working body and the thinking soul. 
Distinct in function, as in work and course, 
The State transmits through time its Form and Force, 
Revolving free ! God leads into his fold 
Those whom his living Word shall pierce; 
Thej are his Church who of his Truth lay hold; 
They are the brave, the beautiful, the free, the bold. 

XXII. 

And there are other Thinkers orbing round — 
Far-shining from that sky they constellate; 
A starry host, whose waves, yet lashing, sound 
Humanity's deep sea. Souls which begat 
The germs of freedom vast, there as they sat, 
And ate and drank, with gods and heroes past, 
Until their daring deeds they emulate! 
New worlds create, the old anew recast, 
And unborn ages in their daring grasp exhaust. 

XXIII. 

An age of giant men, and giant deeds, 
Heroic souls of daring enterprise ! 
Who scorn'd to lounge in wealth's luxurious weeds. 
And grew to mythic height, herculean size; 
The world was all too small to fill their eyes. 
Or satisfy their souls; ambition writhed, 
And panted fairer realms to realise; 
Stern thoughts from ear to ear, too, flamed and seeth'd; 
As if an unseen tempest through their conscience breathed. 
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XXIV. 

But hark, the dying Swan lets droop his wing ! 
A Sun-like Soul is on its journey home. 
His work all done, no more shall Shakspere sing. 
See'st thou, O World, thy universal gloom ! 
No more that wondrous Soul shall thee illume; 
No more tny suhtle tahemacles thread ! 
The requiem tolls his ashes to the tomh I 
The beautiful is gone, his spirit fled 1 
In glory is his soul-— his bones are with the dead t 



His miracles of art neglected lie; 
For time is moving now on sabler wings. 
And jarring elements converge on high. 
Young Cromwell's pregnant soul prophetic flings 
Its dreams before. The right divine of kings 
To power unlimited, resplendent here 
Is found, in full maturity; and sayings 
Ominous sound in the wind; 'tween hope and fear 
Still oscillate the thoughts of men; — fell Faith is near. 

XXVI. 

And see the little Mayflower lonely ride, 
In God-felt trust, the wintry ocean wild. 
Eternal Providence thy journey guide. 
Thou little ark of Worship undefiled. 
God is thy hidden Cause, thy Sun and Shield, 
Though none discern in thee his secret Hand; 
Yet by his Spirit thou art led and fill'd; 
And where He planteth, there thou shalt expand, 
And with a mighty Purpose sway a mighty land. 
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XXVII. 

And disappears the pregnant, docile James, 
Half man, half boy — his book-learn'd, clumsy brain 
Opposed a Dogma to all human claims; 
Which he mistook for something wise and sane: 
Thus stood opposed to Heaven's eternal p]|in. 
This dangerous error led him far astray; 
He thought infinity was in his span — 
Omnipotence within a creature lay: 
He was the Potter — souls the rude and plastic clay. 

XXVIII. 

This was the lineal offspring of old Sin, 
The Breath bequeathed by Henry to his seed. 
Another prime Apostate claiming kin 
Peculiar to God. What could it breed, 
But obstinacy, pride, and boundless greed 1 
Poor king, he saw it not, nor understood 
Its dreadful appetite — whence it would lead! 
Racks, Inquisitions, Tortures, were its brood, 
Dark enemy of public and of private good. 

XXIX. 

The foe of liberty in all its forms; 
But most of all, in that peculiar [alarms; 

Form, which through the Conscience sounds its quick 
In every breast known, felt, familiar, 
The stamp of righteousness superior. 
The touch imperative of Truth supreme, 
The moral Monitor interior 1 
Which he who dares to disregard — ^blaspheme, 
Sinks deep, and deeper, into EiTor's dismal dream. 
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XXX. 

So Cromwell felt, in whom its presence shone, 
A man who dwelt npon the plain, with flocks 
And herds, in fear of God; and did disown 
And hate injustice ! Nor born to bear the shocks 
Of courtly insolence, which now unlocks 
In haughty scorn its mandates ! he arose, 
And girded up his loins, and scann*d the rocks 
And shoals of Government, and England's woes. 
This done, in solemn form he down the gauntlet throws 

XXXI. 

*Gainst right divine of kings — to rule unjust ! 
Usurp the sceptre of the Lofty One ! 
Before whose Eye impartial crowns are dust ! 
Who shall his Power in whom He will make known; 
Raise whom He will to rear or smite a throne — 
His Eule in equity and strength maintain! 
Such shall, uncraved, give praise to Him alone 
Who can the powers of darkness snare and chain. 
And over heaven, and earth, and hell, unquestioned reign. 

XXXII. 

Who gave thee right divine — wrong to defend? 
A People fleece ? drive here and there in 
Mad delusion? Penn'd round with fiery brand 
Of Popish crime ! Souls dying in its sin- 
Ascending flames ! No; in God's name we'll win 
Our right to worship Him ! And thus they flang 
Obedience to lies, with savage din, 
O'er field and flood; when lo, as tumult rang. 
Far-spreading, like Pallas from the brain of Jove, there sprang 
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XXXIII. 

From Rome, into his country's heart, an 
Armed Touth, of aspect beauteous and mild — 
Deep — pensive as Athena*s queen. , Man to man — 
Still hot and hotter — savage dark and wild 
The strife: when from the camp of Rome piled 
Europe round, stood forth a man of giant might, 
like Philistine of old — colossal ! styled 
Salmatius by name. — In scorn and slight 
He cried ! and challenged all the world for kingly right ! 

XXXIV. 

Descended then that Youth unto the Brook 
Of Gk>d; and carved a Stone, for man*s defence. 
Of various hue and rarest worth; in look 
Like colour'd light, and rich in hidden sense. 
And quill'd like porcupine. Then pass'd he hence, 
On to the camp; and as he cross'd the plain. 
He took his silver sling, and slung it thence, 
With mighty breath, and smote the giant on the brain. 
Like him of Qath, this mighty man ne*er spoke again. 

XXXV. 

But, as he toil'd and fought, the light did wound 
The hero's eyes, for it was keen and hot; 
Nor relaxation needful could be found. 
To give them kindly rest; and he was not 
A man to sleep 'midst bears and wolves, which shot 
Destruction round; and smote the living Hope 
Which was his life; and made mankind a blot, 
Impure and black, chain'd with a millstone rope 
Of ordinate deceit — condemn'd in sin to grope. 
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XXXVI. 

For Milton had the Soul of ancient Rome, 
The Breast of Greece, and Heart of Qod's own breath ! 
Patriot, Bard, and Christian, mingled bloom 
Of strength, grace, purity. His thoughts inwreath 
His words like plated gold ! and to unsheath 
Against a host his flashing sword of life; 
Or breathe in seraph strain his heaven-born faith — 
Surpassing eloquence ! fit to tame the strife 
Of wild and savage beasts; but madness then was rife. 

XXXVII. 

Host against host, o'er Britain's storm-tost realm, 
The curling flames of war extending sweep ! 
The compass gone, with shattered mast and helm, 
The storm-struck vessel plunges through the deep! 
How bloodj Mutiny her path shall keep. 
Eternal Providence alone can view. 
From shore to shore, the flaming cannons speak — 
God or the King! The Transient or the True ! 
\8 if two mighty angel-trumps opposing blew. 

XXXVIII. 

Field after field, and fort, town, city fall; 
Down from War's blazing steeds the red drops run ! 
Falls castellated tower, and grim baronial hall. 
Before the fiery tempest, dread and dun; 
And rakes among the clouds the blood-red sun, 
And Nature, dim and drear, is wrapp'd in gloom, 
As on their way the fiery whirlwinds spin — 
The rushing sword and spear the dogs of doom : 
And reeking hosts their rage surrender in the silent tomb. 
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ZZXIX. 

Cromwell all- victorious scours the ground; 
The Puritans the land all-conquering cover ! 
Their Foes intractable are strewn around — - 
As fallen leaves in stormy autumn weather 
Helpless sweep I Another step shall sever 
Crown and stem ! Its cause now gone, thej stand — 
Decide in form judicial whether 
This shall be ! 'Tis done ! They raise their hand ! 
The axe descending sweeps 1 A Head rolls in the strand. 

Behold, Britannia's smitten headless Head ! 
Hath stern Religion sword in hand thus smote? 
Who can explain this deed — ^which awe, apd dread. 
And darkness thick, encompasseth about? 
Ye say. Cast from the Eye its corrupt mote ! 
Have they thus done? A rank and pestilent 
Belief here proudly on its power did dote ! 
Obscuring Qod's eternal day, it went 
Abroad o'er mighty England's wide and fair extent ! 

XLI. 

A serpent in the front of Reason's way; 
Which must be crush'd; or one vast people wear 
Its servile chain, and meek endure the sway 
Of human arrogance and craft; and bear 
The badge of infamy direct — nor dare 
Complain, but tamely yield the quenchless gift 
Of God at Csesar's word ! its falsehood share ! 
Support its yoke ! and say thy burden light doth lift 
Us from the very earth 1 Thy tax is Qod's own shrift! 
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XLII. 

But all are punish'd, in the punishment 
Of one! Just Heaven hath scattered far and wide 
Affliction — ^fear on all — and large extent 
Of meaning deep. Think not, ye kings, I hide, 
Saith Truth, in thee my law divine; the pride 
Of man, or diadem'd, or stoled, or cased in steel, 
I crush into the dust — alone abide 1 
Myriads are as one, as all shall feel. 
Should they usurp my trust, and stab the general weal ! 

XLIII. 

The Spirit walks with step invisible — 
Rough-hews its own approach. Power, law, and things 
Went hugely out of joint; all faith, all rule. 
In heads of Church and State disrupt, were springs 
Of mutual hate, and arrogance soon flings 
All possible agreement far away! 
The goodly precedents of old, which kings 
Upheld, no longer served the general mind to sway; 
But strew'd with thorns and anarchy the public way. 

XLIV. 

Wo to the head which knows not right from wrong. 
When Freedom thunders through the hearts of men; 
Awak'ning with its peals earth's slumbVing throng ! 
Wo to the Dreamer should his dark soul then 
Mistake the import of its daring strain, 
And think to crush its ranks of living flame ! 
Perish he shall amidst his visions vain! 
Swept from the earth shall be his race and name; 
And other men, and mightier, fill the role of fame. 
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XLV. 

As when the whirlwind the rooted forest sweeps. 
Like some mad demon, sportively inclined — 
The mighty pines like thistle-down it reap», 
And roars and whistles in its pleasure blind, 
And wreck and desolation leaves behind — 
So Hevolution*s steed careering rides, 
And king and beggar equal favour find. 
As stern and ruthlessly it strikes and strides; 
And this is spared, and that is crush'd, as Heaven decides. 

XLVI. 

Who can escape the shafts of Destiny? 
How oft to die is better than to live>^ 
Escaping thus abhorr'd iniquity ! 
The readiness is all, and this can give 
Tranquillity I Death of illusive 
Terror strip. Accept with noble cheerfulness 
The Providence, outstretch'd, retributive. 
To punish, pardon, expiate, and bless ! 
Each moment proves anew our innate faith or faithlessness. 

XLVII. 

Thus Charles, in his shorn unsceptred hour, 
Becomes a king indeed. His soul serene 
Is mightier, in its calm and naked power. 
Than all the warlike pomp which stood between 
His power and him. What now can intervene 
Between the soul and its supernal Source) 
How light all mortal woes, heaven's portal seen! 
The spirit wingeth now its homeward course ! 
Lets Heaven's all-ruling will have pure and perfect; force! 
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XLYIII. 

He fell, but not alone ! Strange horror seized 
The general frame. The pregnant womb 
Cast forth untimely fruit; from life released, 
Some sudden sank, as it were their own doom — 
Some hence went melancholy to their tomb. 
Keen sorrow, tears, and dread, invested all. 
As with a panoply of burning gloom ! 
Affections, long eclipsed in great and small. 
In torrents gush'd at his severe, unwonted Ml, 



He fell! and with him for a moment fell 
The Postulate, which was his living bane. 
It should have been its everlasting knell. 
Nor never more the human conscience stain. 
Tet for a moment it shall rise again. 
Then forth from England be for ever cast; 
The ways of Providence, so stern and plain. 
Are heedlessly perused, or careless pass'd. 
And men are ever on a sea of troubles wildly toss'd. 

L. 

Then fell beneath the Covenanters' axe, 
Heroic to the end, the brave Montrose. 
Twas Christian surely, and humane, to wax 
In zeal, and deal their ever-righteous blows 
Upon his stiffened limbs! The heart indignant glows 
With rage, to see the hero's trunk maintain 
Transcendent peace amidst its gallant foes ! 
Whate'er they did, it would not once complain: 
The very limbs heroic were, and would remain. 
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LI. 

He was the foremost of the Cavaliers, 
A soul of delicate, and royal mien — 
Incarnate bravery above all fears, 
And inborn dignity, in him combine, 
And through the outward man supremely shine! 
Thus in his manly prime fell gallant Graham. 
The People's instincts deep around him twine; 
Hush*d Sjrmpathy breaks forth in tears of flame. 
And round their hearts still lingers yet his dauntless name. 

LII. 

But victory is ever but begun, 
Thb side the gave. No rest, brave Oliver ! 
The post of Lord Protector now is won, 
And like a Nessus tunic thou shalt wear 
The burning vestment of the public care; 
'Tig thy appointed place, thy task, thy time. 
Thou art the man to venture, do, and dare. 
Let hungry factions plot, or sink, or climb, 
War's raging sea thou shalt control, and rule sublime ! 

LIII. 

Great antique soull anointed, large, and true. 
Wise, comprehensive, prescient, and dumb ! 
With such a skill invincible to do 1 
How estimate its uncomputed sum? 
The straining faculties their strength benumb; 
Supreme simplicity of heart and will. 
And power spontaneous to overcome. 
For ever bore him on without control ! 
He reign'd because he could, and did, subserve the whole. 
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LIT* 

A large embodiment of Faith and Right, 
Bom its great testimonies to enforce. 
In him, it was substantial food and light 1 
He was its active plan, it his resource; 
His faith was fact, his deeds its yital coarse ! 
From victory to victory, his genius grew, 
Accomplishing in rule a huge divorce ! 
All arm'd impediments he overthrew. 
And planted firm the footstep of free faith anew. 

LV. 

His Ironsides were his extended limbs; 
A rude reflection of deep in-born claims. 
The body evermore the spirit dims, • 

And strange enough are their fantastic names, 
Tet in their scroll a real feeling flames. 
They curtly thus express their inward drift, 
Regardless quite who scorns, who laughs, who blames. 
To them it was a light — a precious gift 1 
To Cavaliers, a lightning terrible and swift! 

LVI. 

It was a crisis grand in England's growth, 
A higher consciousness of sacred heed. 
Disease was rankling in its heart and mouth, 
And deep and deeper grades would sure succeed. 
Stem amputation might to saneness lead 1 
Old custom and new life inveterate rose — 
The radiant Heel against the glittering Head! 
The stem repulse true victory foreshows; 
A hopeful augury! Eight shall subdue all foes. 
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LVII. 

No, Oliver! no man of words wert thou ! 
Too truly quick of thought, and slow of tongue — 
Nor car'st thou aught this plainly to avow. 
Swift as the lightning from thy heart they sprung — 
Before, around, behind, thick darkness hung ! 
Yet sprang they from a wisdom large — profound. 
Not rays, but thunderbolts, were from thee flung, 
Or shafts, of solid fire, from molten ground; 
The large Experiences which in thy life abound. 

LVIIL 

Yet thou hadst verily a mouth of gold. 
Whence burning eloquence and honour streams! 
The heart must e'en be parch'd, and dim, and cold, 
Which hath not warm'd to tears in Milton's beams, 
Where heavenly beauty, godlike grandeur, gleams, 
Which to the outmost vestment radiant spread. 
The Moses and the Aaron ye of those stern times, 
Strong, faithful, terrible ye ruled and stood, 
Still serving, honouring, and loving man and Qod. 

LIX. 

Is 't not as if the mighty God had said — 
''There, Cromwell, is the world! because thy heart 
Is right, there stand and strive as in my stead. 
As thou art fEuthfiil, pl^y a kingly part; 
My sceptre take, my word and law assert. 
Though for my kingdom it is all unfit, 
Do all thou canst; thou shalt not lack desert. 
Within my shadow safely shalt thou sit; 
The world, convince thyself, will not my law admit." 
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LX. 

The Hero but opposed a sovereignty, 
Where nor religion, &ith, nor reason reign*d — 
An irresponsible hypocrisy, 
In its own Ticious fallacies enchain*d ! 
Amidst disorder Cromwell order planned, 
And from a falling state built up anew 
A pyramid of power and high command. 
That sternly, greatly, wisely own'd Qod*s law, 
And overlooked the cowering world it held in awe. 

LZI. 

And now, for good or ill, behold the end ! 
Qreat CromweH's dead! the lofty keystone gone, 
The stately arch begins to crack and rend. 
And tott'ring, downward reels, stone after stone. 
Until naught but a wreck stands, weak and lone. 
While storm and darkness round it rave and howl! 
Now ancient Sin shall re-erect her throne. 
And buy and sell, with servile mouth and cowl, 
The corrupt flesh-pots triumph o'er the com and oil. 

LXII. 

The Hero gone, his work melts like a dream, 
And is no more. And now the watchful foe 
Again uplifts its head, and shall make known 
Its pleasure to mankind. Let darkness grow! 
Let night set in ! let royal pleasure glow. 
And large abound, and lust infuriate hold 
Rich revelry around I Ah ! here is a show I 
CSirious things can now be bought and sold, 
Phosphorus light of bright corruption — ^human mould I 
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LXIII. 

Let wolves and foxes now night's watches prowl; 
And Jesuits their subtle intrigues weave; 
And Hatred stream its wild and withering howl; 
And smiling hell its treacherous work achieve — 
Ye shall not Freedom of her life bereave, 
Though ebbing fast recedes her mighty wave! 
Let Pope and potentate dance, dice, and thieve, 
And heedless smite the beautiful and brave, 
Yet Freedom shall ascend triumphant from their grave. 

IiXIV. 

Tis night ! In lonely place a serenade. 
The Minstrel aged, white, and blind — a sky 
Of light within! Lo, hear him sing! The glade 
Eesounds, of God and Paradise, things high-^ 
And hell overthrown 1 How they did fly 
Before the Son victorious 1 of blessed 
Innocence betray'd, and where to buy 
Redemption! and gloriously lead, 
To true perfection Man. Thus he his spirit shed, 

LXV. 

And went away. Let us too haste along, 
Until the spring begins to break, and dawn 
Illumes the Orient sky; and then the song 
Of eiurly birds will charm, flowers deck the lawn, 
The lambs will bleat, and sportive leap the &wn; 
The fly will course the stream, the speckled trout 
Up-plunge in glee; and love and beauty drawn 
On cloud and tree, the lads and lasses out 
Shall go, in gladd'ning throng, to hear all Nature shout 
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LXTI. 

In melody and song. Now all is grey! 
And here and there, a solitary star 
Is seen, then swift again is hid its ray; 
And large and limber clouds fly fast and far: 
And pale and dim within her coloured car, 
The sickle of the moon rakes through the deep; 
And moans thi wind among the branches bare; 
And pale reflections seem to sport and leap, 
And o'er the snowspread fields in haste alternate sweep. 

LXVII. 

And cold and hunger on their victims flee, 
And callous dig into their gasping breast. 
One thin and haggard form I plainly see: 
The brow is wet and cold, the pulse at rest. 
And yet a gleam of fire is in that eye expressed. 
Which once was lit with poesy and song. 
As his " Venetian Orphans" can attest. 
And thus, poor Otway, thou to death art flung ! 
By tigers thus thy frame is from thee gasping wrung ! 

Lxvm. 
And breathing, toiling, suflering, among men, 
Orion-like in purity supreme, 
Three stars of spiritual beauty shine; 
Essentially one distinct they beam: 
As round our hearts their truthful words now stream. 
Their warfare o'er — their crown and kingdom won, 
In noble faithfulness triune they seem — 
Fox, Barclay, Fenn, divinely have ye done ! 
Reviled and buffeted by all — reviling none. 
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LXIX. 

Another, from afar, I dimly trace; 
In jeopardy he cowers on foreign strand, 
Amidst a taciturn, courageous race — 
Strong, plodding, slow, thej stubbornly expand, 
'Gainst hostile rivers, sea, and marshy land — 
Their thriving towns enclosed with brimming floods. 
He there for Liberty shall boldly standf 
And Toleration claim for men and creeds. 
And to the winds of Time transmit Mind's crescive seeds. — . 

LXX. 

The true philosopher, alike removed 
From shallow pedantry and bigot rage, 
With spirit train'd, and disciplined, and proved. 
Sits like a sky-throned god above his age, I 

Striving the troubled waters to assuage. 
His soul is like a star above the storm. 
Whose beams must with contending darkness wage. 
While high above it shines, free from alarm. 
The wise and good, through distant time to cheer and 

charm ! I 

LXXI. 

To shine as shone those messengers on high — 
Immortal multitudes which throng'd the night — 
When, 'neath the solemn beauty of a sky 
Irradiate with many a witness bright, 
To awestruck shepherds peal'd that anthem sweet, 
'* Glory to God; on earth peace and good-will." 
Amazing words, with gushing love replete ! 
While sneering fools Immanuel's Word repel. 
See Locke, with artless eloquence, its doctrine reconcile. 
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LXXII. 

Where'er it speeds, there Science shall not tarry; — 
Eight) Liberty, and Might flash from its wings. 
Thus Newton's sanctified and starry 
Intellect the night illumes with circling rings 
Of law and order universal; flings 
O'er all creation dance harmonious! 
High-searching genius, that, looking up, strings 
Stars like beads around its brow in lustrous 
Diadem 1 What king on earth wears one so glorious? 

LXXIII. 

Of suns and systems, of ethereal light. 
Of prophecy divine, thou didst discourse, 
Pre-eminently great, serenely bright. 
To know thee, is to know the universe. 
Can this small hand the rotund globe inhersel 
Much less can mine thy greater soul embrace, 
In its vast amplitudes and walk diverse. 
Creation and its Order thou didst trace — 
Ancient of Days its movement bared before thy face. 

LXXIV. 

Thought-forged, severe, sublime, came forth "Principia," 
Key to the intuition of the spheres. 
Translation of divine Geometry, 
Whose living proof unto the eye appears, 
As through ethereal fields it shines and steers. 
In everlasting, swift magnificence. 
The deep, mysterious " Let there be" careers, 
In all the beauty and refulgence 
Of eternal Truth, Power, Energy, Significance. 
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LXXV. 

Vision divine, burning, wheeling, endless. 
Calm smiling glory of eternal Love ! 
That thou wert calm, and mild, and beautiful, nor less 
Than angel-like, I well believe. The glove 
Fits not the hand, as did the spheres above 
Thy spirit's ken, O Newton, loved of men ! 
Great beyond all, yet gentle as a dove, 
In lowliness thou didst creation span; — 
Of Nature's mighty harmonies the prescient pen. 

LXXVI. 

In thy Light see we light, said Jesse's son: 
This miracle all heaven, all nature, shows. 
Through thy ethereal halls, O glorious One, 
Are shower'd the lucid beams which floods, and flows. 
And paints the universe, and all which grows. 
Veiling again the miracle around; 
Mysteriously colouring the rose. 
And tinting gorgeously sky, flood, and ground; 
In all, through all, round all, O Light, thy robe is 
wound 1 

LXXVII. 

Whatever maketh manifest, is Light, 
Saith one of sun-clear, quick, and piercing say ! 
It is the cause of outward, inward sight — 
Sense, Reason, Faith, and Prophecy, attest its ray. 
Still shining more and more unto the perfect day. 
It is the soul and continent of all that's pure, 
The prime and ultimate of all display. 
And thou dost shine, O Newton, from afar — 
Amidst the firmament of Thought a glorious star I 
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For, verily, by thinking Truth is found ! 
Sin, Thoughtlessness, and Folly know it not; 
And these in large perplexity abound. 
Unrighteous Policy, of these begot, 
And Fear and Hate are thickening; and wet 
And dank, earth's weary wanderers wend lone 
Their way in misty din. Perchance it yet 
May change— though Darkness revels on her throne, 
And Astrea in banishment is left to groan. 

LXXIX. 

Yet, in the darkest night, the light but sleeps; 
And much is stirring round, with truth to show 
The movement of the pregnant mind which keeps 
Its restless way, and still must something sow 
Upon the field of time, though it may grow 
To naught. Yet literature of note we find 
In bloom — ^things beautiful to see, and know, 
And understand, and much corrupt and blind, — 
A solitary few of sanctified and searching mind. 

LXXX. 

His bigot brain in dim and sad perplex, 
See feeble James ! incapable to learn. 
And less to reign, his kingdoqi strand, his Pix 
To save. Let all mankind note and discern 
How he absconds ! Was ever such a weakling born 1 
So ! in the gutter leave his crown and run ! 
Of every element of manhood shorn. 
How like a prescient rat he scampers on ! 
Last of a fated line, peace rest their meinory upon ! 
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LXXZI. 

Their leader gone, in mass the Jesuitic rats 
Decamp, as rats will do, one knows not how — 
Or underground, or through the air like bats: 
For evil things can disappear, and plough 
Earth, sea, or cloud, and none are able to avow 
Thej aught have seen. 'Tis true, and mighty strange; 
To clutch them were a feat delectable, I trow. 
But who shall thus through sink and gutter range? 
Can they not into all things instantuieotts change? 

LXXXIL 

Let sovereign Instinct hold her royal course: 
There is no other king ! Let Riot reign ! 
To seize the rats, the People bend their force, 
And headlong rush into their sacred den; 
And chapels, convents, halls, they gut and rend; 
And rage and laughter in their progress join. 
As to the flames they cowls and mitres send; — 
Huge Papist treasures in one heap combine, 
And painted Popes and Priests ascending blaze and shine. 

LXXXIIL 

Amidst their sport, old Isegrim — ^rare treat — 
In sailor's garb is caught — ^the awful beast ! 
Besoil'd and grim, the creature hath a vdt 
To save itself, and promiseth a goodly feast 
Of rarest things, were it but safely placed 
In guarded Tower. The Bull his rage abates. 
Old Isegrim, already sore defaced. 
Outwits his enemy, who curious waits — 
Surpassing thus himself and all his savage feats. 
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LXXXIY. 

Thus pale and torn, and grim with filth and blood, 
This terror of mankind they kick, drag, tread, 
Till he before the civic mayor stood; 
Who, when he saw the hideous beast so led, 
O'erpower'd with dread, his fear-struck spirit fled. 
For this fell brute had loosen'd every nerve 
Of sympathy and hope. And heart and head, 
In firmest frames, from their true function swerve, 
When innocence is struck, and none its cause can serve. 

LXXXV. 

And he had ofben sunk his vampyre teeth 
In human hearts, and tears and pity spurn'd 
With brutal jest, and Justice trampled 'neath 
His feet; as if a hellish pleasure burn'd 
Within his flesh, when love and pity yearn'd, 
And he could smite. Away, poor bleeding wretch ! 
Pass on unto thy bestial end unharm'd; 
There, and no further, may thy misery stretch: 
Dead and dismissed, let worms and reptiles dread thy 
touch. 

LXXXVI. 

From famed Batavia heroic Protestants — 
Whose sii*es invincible a limit set 
To Spain's hell-born Inquisitors — their tents 
Have pitch'd on England's soil. Concentred meet 
The high-soul'd sons of many lands — the great 
Of heart, who Freedom's banners far and wide 
Have borne. They march to England's royal seat; 
And like a storm, increases as they stride. 
The battle-breathing din of Freedom's surging tide ! 
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LXXXYII. 

Their fSaces lit with heaven's immortal flame, 
Like spirits shine the warrior Huguenots. 
To sweep their enemies to death and shame. 
The bravest blood of France its arm unites 
In sacred hate, and homeward deadly smites, 
Unconquer'd vengeance burning in their veins. 
Great Cromwell's robe on Orange heroism lights, 
And crush'd and broken lie Bome's galling chains, 

And firm on England's regal heights crown'd Freedom 
reigns. 

Lxxxvm. 
God's breath in Man is ever immanent, 
Though worms and worlds be daily whirl'd away; 
Around its teeming power armipotent. 
The loveliest things are but bright drift and spray — 
The beams which on its bosom dance and play, 
Reflecting love and joy, or grief and gloom — 
Then in a moment they too glide away- 
Injustice steadily sinks to the tomb; 

But Truth and Freedom flourish in immortal bloom. 

LXXXIX. 

And all things work, not as they would,lbut as 
They can. Birth, marriage, death, and thought and 
Fill up the generations as they pass, [dream, 

And crowd, in riotous array, Time's stream, 
Where movements manifold tumultuous beam. 
And mighty instincts onward ebb and flow. 
And faith and heroism proudly glance and gleam, 
And stamp their mighty lines upon Time's brow. 
And to the Everlasting Lord in silence bow — 
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XC. 

Who changeth not ! Great Shepherd of earth's fold, 
From hoar eternity He standeth by. 
Cloudy, cycles, sons, are around Him rolFd; 
Hell, earth, and heaven, and truth's eternal sky, 
And cherubim and seraphim, before Him fly. 
And to the worlds proclaim his name and will; 
Eesoundeth evermore his wisdom high, 
In choral strain the universe to fill, 
The everlasting stars proclaim Him, deep and still. 

xci. 
And all shall know Him, even to the least. 
And none shall need to say, See ye the King ! 
For He shall shine, and every soul shall feast 
Upon his fulness rich, and feasting sing; 
And of his wonders hill and vale shall ring, 
And burning music on the wind shall swell — 
The great Redeemer, Conqueror, and King ! 
His living waters shall abundant well. 
As odorous ointment over Aaron streaming fell. 

XCII. 

Yet rank and densely flows the Augean waste 
Of dissipated life. Proud, turbid, fierce, 
Arm'd nations against nations storming haste; 
Each striving each to massacre and pierce. 
Creeds, institutions, interests adverse. 
External wars, and broils intestine rage. 
Thus Church, State, civic lords, their skill disperse, 
And with each other angry warfare wage, 
And their dim crudities enact from age to age. 
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XCIII. 

How legislation, good or bad, proceeds — 
Its worth exact all eyes shall soon behold, 
As foul corruption through each channel speeds, 
And thieves and robbers climb into the fold. 
And honour's place is bravely bought and sold, 
And smooth-faced foxes watch and shear the sheep. 
And British rule shall reach the age of gold; 
Dim are the days when honour sinks to sleep, 
And o'er a nation knaves their owlish vigils keep. 

xcrv. 
For sheep are innocently wise to their own wants, 
Though ignorant how these best to attain; 
When thirst and hunger in their bosom pants, 
Instead of bread, to give a stone is vain; 
The heartless deed the ram butts with disdain; 
He will retort in ^hion of his own. 
Hath he not justice, loudly to complain ? 
Where are the wise — the brave — ^bone of their bone ? 
They speak in vain, or wander, silent and unknown 1 

xcv. 
Sense wanders, but man's instincts do not change: 
And these are wise, though none may imderstaud, 
And in strange ways they work their own revenge. 
And use whatever means they can command; 
Or some brave Washington is hat at hand, 
To guide their energies, their force combine, 
And do as Cromwell did — redeem the land ! 
Resist, then overthrow, and greatly shine. 
With Law and Freedom's noble march his name entwine. 
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XOVL 

Time's dial peals 1 — ^the silent lords are there ! 
The arrows in the secret quiver hid 1 
The emperors, who on their forehead wear 
The stamp of majesty — ^the men who lead — 
The daring hearts who to the battle speed, 
And foremost in the onset fearless march; 
The deep fow^^dation of all right to read, 
In antique legists skilFd, of deep research. 
Who firm on Astrea's pannaeles their b&nnem perch. 

XCYII. 

o For Britain's liberties are largely writ, 
The slow accretion of a thousand years; 
Unwritten too upon her brow they sit, 
And read or no, their vigour there appears — 
The daring energies her genius rears, 
Which in her hour of trial never fails; — 
The strength unconscious which her bosom bears, 
The righteous force which turns the wavering scales, 

And over crowns, and creeds, and parchments still prevails. 

XCVIII. 

Usurping Oligarchs the helm now hold. 
And mighty England is as one rage-blind. 
Who, in his insane prowess madly bold, .t 

Mistakes his brawling for transcendent mind. 
Thus steer'd, the vessel drives before the wind 
Against the fatal Puritanic rook. 
The same which in the dust did Charles grind. 
And doom'd, like him, to fall beneath the shock. 
So may they fare who do impartial justice mock ! 
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XCIX. 

Iliose Mayflower worshippers — ^behold them now ! 
A stubborn stock of free-appointed men, 
True forest-feilers, arm'd with axe and plough, 
New creeds, new rights, new laws, with them begin; 
And with them, too, new codes of rice and sin; 
Dark elements in darker prophecy — 
The subtle threads the Farcse aye weave in — 
Are rooted there in steadfast energy. 
Fate knells another hour in England's destiny! 

c. 
No Helen of resplendent beauty is't 
Provokes this Iliad of bitter war: 
A vulgar tax — a policy unjust— 
Again the Puritanic sword shall bare; 
That matchless arm, so stem in its despair. 
Injustice wakes once more its slumbering ire: 
Wrath streams on high its wild Medusa hair. 
Fell portent of ensanguined mischief dire ! 
Roused Independence rears its head in rings of fire ! 

CI. 

Small speculation is there in those eyes. 
Which peer beneath the busy scheming brow, 
Of towering parasites ! The greatly wise. 
Like stately oaks heaven-rear'd, unheeded grow 
In silent energy. To Gk)d they owe. 
Not man, their dignity, their work, and place. 
Erect they stand where others cringe and bow. 
When Prince or People these neglect to trace, 
Misfortune shall that people and its deeds disgrace. 
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CII. 

So Washington to noble manhood grew, 
Amidst the scenes primeval of the West; 
And like almighty Nature, calm and true, 
Immortal firmness nestled in his breast. 
Hare was his modesty, serene his trust 
In the All-seeing Buler of the storm: 
He must and will sustain a cause so just. 
Such thoughts, like hidden music, nerved each arm, — 
As in the days when CromwelFs work was wild and warm. 

cm. 
Cromwell right, needs terminate in Cromwell's might, 
And kingly tragedy mankind appal; 
More fortunate right leads with thee to right, 
Though for ripe freedom now the free must fall, 
Free faith, power, privilege, and space for all; 
The Hand which urges on profluent man, 
Now writes its mystic Mene on the wall; 
And all may here new testimony glean. 
With man, through time and space co-works a Power un- 
seen, 

CIV. 

Which in all, through all, over all, is stretch'd; 
None can their action from its charge release; 
The whole vast framework of the world is touch'd, 
With an all-perfect and commanding ease — 
Free each and all to venture as they please; 
For thought is free, and movement follows thought, 
As law omnipotent chains orbs and seas: 
'Tie as the foot by gravitation caught — 
An adamantine grasp, yet so unfelt, 'tis naught. 
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CV. 

Or like a river by its shores confined, 
Which, like a Hand, compels it to its course, 
Yet operates not its tendency to bind; 
Now stream unites with stream, and now divorce 
Asunder rends their marriage^blended force, 
Determined still by rock, hill, vale, or plain; 
So mingles race with race from many a source. 
And Might's like tides, and Eight's like rocks' still frown, 
And Destiny is but a name for shores unknown. 

cvi. 
From camp to camp War's footfall beats the hour. 
And Christians to their bloody business bend; 
The red artillery reveals its power: 
From breast to breast the fiery hail they send, 
And hand to hand now mass with mass contend. 
And falling ranks in dizzy death-trance swim; 
The warm red blood ebbs to its death-pale end. 
And the wild heart is still, and all b numb. 
And o'er the dead the living stare, perplex'd and dumb, — 

CVII. 

Pondering wistfully, in pity deep, 
The changed face, the awe-inspiring peace, 
The large conclusion in that sleep of sleep: 
*' To-day thou art with me in Paradise," 
Said God's own mouth, upon the central cross, 
Unto the penitent. Sublimely plain ! 
Blaspheming, went the other down to Disi 
Eternal silence here resumes its reign; 
Oh, ask no more ! Enough, enough ! Sleep, sleep, ye slain ! 
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CVIII. 

Sacb ransom still is paid for Liberty, 
Or for its name, or nameless counterfeit, 
Or something worse, dress'd in its livery — 
Some royal lie, or ghostly whining bleat, 
Ambitious scramble for earth's highest seat— 
For worms and warriors now wind Freedom's horn; 
Nigh drown'd in din is wisdom's clear recheat; 
The fields are thistle-thick, and scant the com, 
And over Europe darkly dawns a blood-red mom. 

oix. 
Courtesans, kings, cardinab, pimps, concubines — 
All the long masquerade of glittering dust. 
Which paid to Nox such lively orisons, 
And fiU'd the night with witchcraft, wit, and lust, 
And jigg'd so modishly, bust fronting bust — 
Alas! must all that merry throng depart? 
End in yon charnel-house of blood-red rust? 
Or through the guillotine like spectres dart, 
When Liberty's loud life-shout from its grave shall start? 

ex. 
For as, 'tween earth and th' empyrean pure, 
Th' uncharter'd winds the shoreless welkin sweep, 
Contending ever, ever insecure. 
Their unseen elemental war&re keep — 
Cloud, fire, and hail, commingling in the deep — 
So between License lewd and Wisdom's shining fields 
Must chainless Liberty like lightning leap, 
Convulse, then dissipate, the crowds she wields, 
And pcMSS in thunder through the dream Delusion builds. 
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OXI. 

And start it shall ! From o'er the foaming brine 
Beverberates the roar of Victory, 
The busy hum of Life Republican, 
The sea-like sound of wing'd Democracy, 
Which wins and crowns its own supremacy; 
Where wide-eyed Hope shall shine in usefulness, 
Free Science urge gigantic Industry, 
Surpassing all, or famed or fabulous. 
Of Thebes, Rhodes, Latium, Thor, Nimrod, Hercules. 

CXII. 

And Reason strive to institute her reign, 
Unfold at large her just proportions fair; 
One Household and one House, herself sole Queen, 
Wliere all her works her noble print shall wear. 
The State her laws, the Hearth her virtues rear — 
Firm Will, Devotion, Loyalty, Respect, 
To all above, around, within Time's sphere — 
Each greatly giving greatness full effect. 
The myriad-string'd and sweet-toned Harp of Life perfect. 

OXIII. 

So prosper Washington, and firm unite 
The dawning Constellation of the West, 
Whose beams the far futurity shall light. 
And wisest men still deem thee best of best. 
Nor meaner souls thy meaning dare to wrest. 
When doings dark and villanous shall pass. 
Like fiery scorpions, from back to breast; 
But each discern, as in a stainless glass. 
The guardian fromthe smiter and his groaning ass. 
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CXIV. 

Ob, what a host of ugly creatures fill 
Civilisation's unrelenting womb ! 
One boundless continent of teeming ill, 
A world-wide upas in perennial bloom, 
A waste of putrid sea, a gorgeous tomb, 
Where wolves, kites, sharks, rats, huge constrictors breed, 
And murder, rapine, lust, light up the gloom, 
And on the ruins beautiful of Eden feed, 
With an accursed, insatiate, remorseless greed. 

cxv. 
holy Innocence, pure fount of Love ! 
Thou with the dove-like eyes and wounded feet, 
Clothed with the glory of thy home above ! 
What were the world, but one wide lampless street, 
Its sceptred heights a blank and sooty seat. 
Didst thou not hover o'er it with thy dewy wings, 
Dropping upon the heart such manna sweet, 
Such warblings soft of rich and blessed things. 
The memory of them round the heart like life-blood clings. 

cxvi. 
Earth's stage is thine, the maskers and the mask. 
The decorations, entrances, exits. 
The audience, the drama, and the task. 
The sounding theatre of seas and states, 
The iris curtains, and the bumish'd gates, ' 
The whirling lamps of blinding brilliancy, 
The brazen pinnacles, and gleaming flats. 
The cloud-swept, star-paced, dark-bright canopy, 
Celestial heights and glooming depths of thought-throng'd 
scenery. 
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CXVII. 

Unconsecrated by thy sovereign aid, 
Unaided by thy pre-essential Hand, 
Vain is the countless host, the rushing steed, 
The rapid glance, the combination grand, 
The instant charge, the swift and clear command; 
To discomfiture each and all must tend, 
Nor wealth, nor power, nor skill, nor genius stand, 
And mightiest Intellect perforce descend, 
A splendid aberration flaming to its end. 

OXVIII. 

Thus Luther rose, and stood as stands a rock, 
While Rome's proud potentates were swept away — 
Swept like their Armada to utter wreck, — 
Precursor of the wreck of Spain's dark sway, 
Dash'd on the free Batavian rocks to spray. 
Thus Gustavus earth's blackest chiefs o'erthrew; 
And Cromwell struck the mightiest with dismay; 
Knox, Calvin, Zuinglius, to righteous battle flew. 
Contrast with these the dark assassins of Bartholomew ! 

oxix. 
Thus, Pharos-like, Pitt and great Frederick stood, 
Two rock-built beacons, heroes of their age. 
Moveless amidst its wild and corrupt flood, 
Fix'd stars above its bigotry and rage, 
War with hate's banded universe to wage. 
Their inspiration thrill'd the world around, 
And flamed immortal fire on Europe's page. 
And stretch'd their sceptre to earth's utmost bound, 
And with undying laurels Freedom's children crown'd. 
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OXX. 

As leaps the lightning from the writhing cloud, 
Flashing from east to west its vivid streatn, 
So sprang the Reformation from its shrond, 
Startling the drowsy nations sunk in dream, 
CalFd, like the Virgins, quick their lamps to trim. 
Pell-mell rush forth the slumber ers of earth's inn, 
And smite, bruise, choke, and blow life's embers dim. 
Amidst much dark confusion, strife, and sin, 
One-half with lighted lamps their glorious march begin. 

oxxi. 
Through fire, and sword, and plague, and tempest wild, 
On toward the western skj we see them go, 
O'er the waste wilderness, a home to build, 
Where the bright wind of God shall freely blow, 
His knowledge, like earth's Gulf-stream, onward flow. 
An ever-widening, world-embracing tide; 
Till the round globe a fruitful vineyard glow, 
And purged, redeem'd from bondage, lust, and pride, 
The Bridegroom meet in shining robes his spotless Bride. 

CXXII. 

Blest shall they be who join the joyful work — 
The weakest arm shall reap unknown reward; 
Supremely blest who shall his all embark, 
Nor other motive know than His regard. 
Without whose touch divine all else were marr'd. 
Ah ! what to this the touching love of old, 
Behearsed in moving strain by white-hair'd bard ! 
Or dim tradition hath of hero told ! 
Or wondering childhood listen'd of the age of gold ! 
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OXZIII. 

So yonder aged bard hath felt and sung, 
And made his Task a sacred enterprise. 
See where he walks, the spreading elms among, 
While Eve's ethereal peace fills earth and skies I 
Abstraction lights his brow and seals his eyes; 
He seems to see, yet wots not where he strays; 
Then comes the dream the lonely soul enjoys — 
The light — ^the reverie — the comprehensive gaze — 
The vision of the grandeur of the coming days. 

OXXIV. 

The evil, not the good, we do is ours: 
The good is His who man created good, 
And still creates, and bids him use the powers 
Beneficiently given — self-will exclude. 
To do so, is the bloom of heavenly food; 
Else we but war with others and ourselves, 
Yainly affecting love and brotherhood: 
While round mere creature power our hope revolves. 
We do but shift from dream to dream, till all dissolves. 

cxxv. 
And justice, oft to all so clear and plain. 
Entangled in the meshes of debate. 
Is darken'd by deceit, tradition, gain, 
Pride, pedantry, ambition, folly, hate. 
To legal fictions wrong and desperate; 
And thus injustice is at last decreed. 
And a huge lie like hell benights the state, 
Its brood of bitter woes to hatch and breed. 
Then comes the hour when martyrs must for freedom bleed. 
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Thou, Truth, alone the true canst know aright 
From that which apes the true; the sacrifice 
Of self from selfish sacrifice; the might 
Of hidden faith from venal artifice; 

. Soul-kindling Virtue from power-shelter'd Vice; 
Worth from the fool's criterion of worth — 
Insane success; Iscariots and their price — 
And dark authority which worketh dearth — 

From all which hath of thee its high and glorious birth. 

OXXVII. 

When used to square, and frame, and gild a lie, 
O words, words, words ! what havoc ye have made ! 
How many thus adore a sensual sty! 
An eyeless skull in courteous phrase arrayed ! 
Deceived, seduced, then ruin'd and betray'd! 
Souls, cities, empires, thus to shame are brought. 
When miscreant hell, with mansuetude overlaid. 
Usurps the place where Paul and Plato taught, 
O words, words, words! strange ruin there is strangely 
wrought ! 

CXXVIII. 

Something of self each soul may truly know; 
Nothing is nearer us than our own breast. 
Within it, thoughts, like tempests, come and go: 
There crowd the bleeding memories of the past; 
And, driven like clouds before the angry blast. 
Or pale and mournful like a tortured ghost. 
Or damned spirits cursed with dire unr^t. 
Troops of dark passions stormfully are toss'd. 
Thyself befool'd by these, what hast thou then to boast>7 

G 
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CXXIX. 

As such a breast is, so is England now: 
In wordy conflict wild they tear and rend 
Each other; e'en senators, with darkened brow. 
Convulsively in wrathful mood contend. 
Courts, Bastiles overthrown — It is the end 
Of Tyranny, say they; Freedom's star doth burn; 
Let us gird on our swords, and bold defend 
The glorious cause. Ye Anarchs, we spurn 
The lie: these infidels and murderers we'll overturn. 

oxxx. 
Court, pulpit, hearth, blaze high alarm, and loud 
And fierce denunciation heaves and swells. 
In frenzied hurricane. As from a cloud 
Of gibbering fiends, conflicting savage yells 
Perplex the air; as if Hate's stormy hells 
Beneath had burst, and upward flaming threw 
From phantasy's abyss demoniac shells, 
The human world with deeds insane to strew, 
And o'er the earth a horror great of darkness spue. 

oxxxi. 
Thus Britain's glowing caldron seethes and boils: 
Creeds, privileges, wrongs, rage, wheel, and swim; 
And Church and State soothsayers fan the broils. 
Dark is the day, the future red and dim. 
Invasion? Swells the terror to the brim — 
Napoleon and his Franks the Channel scan. 
Let wasteful War her shining weapons trim, 
And patriots their mutual hate resign. 
Until they quench, on Waterloo's red reeking plain, 
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CXXXII. 

War's world-wide Pjromance! Such are mankind! 
So they shall long remain; for slowlj grows, 
Though surely, Reformation 'neath life's rind — 
Extinguishing the false, the true it sows; 
And Man must sweat beneath its heavy blows. 
Until iniquity on earth shall cease. 
And Reason's heavenly course at large re-flows. 
Re-conquering through her Lord her ancient peace, 
Humanity in god-like strength and beauty shall increase. 

GXXXIII. 

And England now can count her gains and wounds, 
And see Corruption eating to her core; 
Degenerate and dead beyond all bounds 
Her worth political. She must explore, 
Complain, demand — her sanity restore — 
Her Commons cleanse of this abysmal sin, 
Or sink in rottenness for evermore. 
When was there lack of human degradation? 
When shall there be no need of reformation? 

oxxxiv. 
The need is naked, boundless, manifest, 
And must remain until the end of time. 
Wo to the People which hath ceased inquest. 
In part or whole ! it were a sovereign crime. 
The heart shall cease to beat, the soul to chime. 
Let Manchester prepare for sacrifice ! 
In England yet there is a Thought sublime; 
Although her barns be full of rats and mice, 
Yet she hath skill and energy, and deep device. 
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OXXXV. ' 

Is legislative Beason given in vain? 
Shall men expunge the light of their own soul? 
Because a few would grasp earth's fair domain, 
In idleness to live, in luxury roll, 
And their mean practices gild and extol; 
Imagine, then believe, that bad is good, 
Enslave themselves, and then enslave the whole! 
It is the history of Cain's dark brood. 
Arise then, Manchester, and yield thy vital blood ! 



Your brave forefathers, for free faith and thought, 
With mighty sacrifice of life and limb. 
And daring magnitude of piurpose, fought, 
Bathing with tears and blood earth's altar dim. 
Prove yourselves worthy of their priceless fame! 
Complete the work victoriously begun! 
The Body-Politic from death redeem. 
To purge its ocean of corruptive sin. 
Unending triumphs stand before ye yet to win. 

CXXXVII. 

The bondmen of Koutine — can they reform ? 
The wise are ever a minority, I trow: 
They raise, but cannot always guide, the storm. 
Yet they can die with calmness on their brow. 
And with their fortitude their cause endow. 
Then let the sword be drawn, the deed be done! 
Let violence command — the law allow! 
The sooner shall Wrong's savage race be run, 
New energy be born, new freedom bravely won. 
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OXXXVIII. 

With sacrifice, the way to Truth is streVd. ' ' 

Let men, not fools, on Freedom's altar bleed: 
No vain oblation is the heart endued 
With honest aim. The hero hath his meed: 
On his triumphant steps the soul shall, feed. 
A thousand riseth from the grave of one; 
And every just demand must needs succeed. 
Heroic suffering hath a power to chain 
Soul, heart, and hand, its cause to honour and maintain. 

cxxxix. 
Ye slew! but have ye slain Beform? Oh no! 
Most vitally it shakes itself, and spreads. 
Like wildfire, far and wide. In ruddy glow 
The com is swift devoured, and upward sheds 
Its red behest across the sky. There treads. 
Circuitous, with blazing torch, dread Nemesis. 
What can ye now 1 The criminal threads 
Like the wind thy clutch, in this strange crisis. 
Thus vice, and violence, and fraud for ever misses! 

CXL. 

Uncentred ignorance, from first to last, 
Must sure result from corrupt government ! 
As now it is — and hath been in times past — 
Crime, Poverty, and savage Discontent, 
Must follow noxious, laws ! Forewarn'd, ye went. 
And measures framed to breed starvation, 
The wiser few protesting — loud dissent ! 
Do ye disinterestedly the Nation 
Seek to serve 1 Ye blindly think but of your station, 
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CXLI. 

And legislate thereto. In peace pass on ! 
Your knavery and greed time shall define. 
Reform is prospering; and men of known 
Capacity and power are leading on, whose line 
Of valiant patriots are writ and shine 
On England's page; and others, who have won, 
In self-reliant struggle, from their time 
Big honours. Agitation's sands are run, 
And millions wait impatiently to-morrow's sun. 

OXLII. 

Broad, rich, and still, speeds forth the streaming Morn, 
Arraying with a crown of gold the hills; 
The million-tinted world anew is born. 
Deep purple shades the greenly glittering rills — 
The warble sweet from bush and brake with transport 
And blessedness supreme the raptured soul; — [fills 
So fair, so glorious, the charm Morn's touch instils ! 
Afar the pealing bells resounding toll, 
And over hill and vale their ringing anthems roll. 

OXLIII. 

North, south, east, west, within their sounding shore, 
The Britons, like their rivers, onward well; 
Dim multitudes through fields and cities pour; 
And flaming gonfalons their meaning tell. 
Now Boroughmongers, if ye dare, rebel! 
Not Chaos this, but Order, large and fair: 
Ye see it march — ye hear its music swell — 
Its million-tread resounding far and near: 
Their acclamations rend the hills and flood the air 1 
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OXLIT. 

In endless circnmbending grand procession, 
Strong, calm, significant, in purpose stem. 
By heaven ! we will have this great Question, 
Or down ye come ! Dukes and their dupes shall learn 
That England's scorn of foreign foes, and scorn 
Of foes at home, is one f What! who are ye 
Who thus presume to curb the might inborn 
Of England's Will ? Begone ! or ye shall see 
And trembling learn to reverence a People — ^free. 

CXLV. 

The brightest day must ever fade and close, 
Pass to eternity, and be no more ! 
Gently sinks all Nature to sublime repose. 
Hush'd is the merry din — the hum — the roar 
Of insect and of man; star after star 
Emerges from the deep; and sweet and low 
The nightingale's response comes from a&r; 
And hoots the mournful owl, monotonous and slow. 
Amidst the solemn shades which stretch o'er all below. 

OXLVI. 

Another step — now won ! let 's look and read 
What next is in the wind. Ah, as they framed 
The Corn-law net, to clutch the poor man's bread, 
We saw that Wisdom did protest, ashamed 
And sorrowful ! This patriot twig remain'd. 
In substance weak — but with a true and vital 
Voice still struck the crushing wrong. Constrain'd, 
Year after year, to linger, till the call 
Of stagnant Commerce opens wide the fears oi all. 
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OXLVII. 

Industry is dead, and dearth o'er all things flung; 
Injury, direct and indirect, is 
Now conjoin'd in one o'erwhelming wrong; 
For law restrictiye breeds the same; and this 
Extends to other lands, that cannot miss 
But see its selfish aim. And thus are bound 
The arms of Commerce in a Sphinx abyss, 
Egyptian. Where will an (Edipus be found ? 
A cry is heard; and Cobden springs from out the ground, 



And speaks with power; — and lo, the League is born ! 
And now, 'gainst fearful odds, war is maintained. 
The work is intricate and deep; for corn 
Monopoly has disarranged and stain'd 
Economy in all its streams, and drained 
Them nearly dry ; and heads intelligent 
Are scarce; and to the world must be explained 
Its dark and baneful tendency, that lent 
Its strength to those whose life in idleness is spent. 

OXLIX. 

The soul they could not kill: so now they would 
The body drain — parch up— the bones make bare; 
Sluice back with cunning sliding scale its food; 
And give the Barmecides abundant fare — 
Large bellyfuUs of smoke, of wind, of air. 
Can they not sup our hollow words — our empty talk? 
We, noblemen! would we their larder pare? 
That blasted League shall all our prospects baulk ! 
How daringly the busy millions with them walk ! 
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OL. 

Thus, like the Peninsular War, began 
A little band of men their hostile course, 
. Against a raging sea of greed, that ran 
Its venom turpitude into the source 
Of England's health, till it was cold and hoarse 
With wide disease ! Few clearly saw the cause 
Of this far-aching sin ! And now the force 
Of mind is near, which boldly overthrows 
The sophistry which props these stony Sphinxian laws. 

OLI. 

Year after year, in lofty earnestness, 
Toird (Edipus; for, liad there been no more, he 
Was enough; nor were his bold co-patriots less, 
In grasp and energy. Unwearied they 
Had honourably fought. Did they not see 
Long, long before, its virulence and blight? 
And strove, with perseverance strong, to free 
Gkiunt Toil, the cataract wipe from England's sight, 
And send athwart the pitchy gloom discerning light? 

CLII. 

Now arm*d, aroused, in unity they stand ! 
Look! here is Covent-Garden Theatre; 
Its histrionic circles crowded grand; 
E'en England's daughters bright to aid aspire. 
And blaze and shine in elegant attire. 
Truth, justice, sympathy, the soul unspheres. 
Shout, shout, for victory ! ye hearts of fire; 
Triumphant hope within their breast careers ! 
And bursts in concentrated peals — ^in deaf 'ning cheers. 
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CLIII. 

For Genius is the breath and music 
Of the living soul — ^not of the memory! 
The utterance of gushing Thought; quick, 
As the quickest life, to re-create and be. 
In universal Reason's ear, the free, 
And trenchant sword of Right! known, felt, supreme! 
Kindling into sudden flame the shining tree 
Of hope, faith, sympathy ! Electric beun. 
That cutting bums up all, but its own flashing stream. 

CLIV. 

Genius is ever vital word; whose root 
Is increate, and knows nor death nor change ! 
But aye appears to mind, as vital shoot 
And gift divine. Naught can its searching range 
Escape; and deep in every man, this strange 
And glorious power is hid. Beneath its sway, 
Its living inspiration, all things change. 
The heart leaps lightly to its wondrous play, 
And fearless glows the soul beneath its burning ray. 

OLV. 

Thus truth and eloquence doth stir the heart 
. With transport wild, transmuting clay to gold. 
Or had ye enter'd yesterday, when Art 
And England's industry had heap'd its bold 
And glittering treasures, and lay unroll'd 
Her marvellous skill, in celebration 
Of the People's worth, and right to hold 
Large preference and place 1 The broad foundation 
Of true grandeur is the People — Gk)d's formation ! 
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CLVL 

When states degenerate, great Heaven appeal 8 ! 
Stem Nemesis hath struck the earth ! and blight, 
And consternation wide prevails, as Fear*s 
Pale hurricane lets in prophetic light. 
And strong the League in rectitude upright, 
To seize and wield the fierj portent. 
The J raise, and speed, their force in densest fight; 
Swift (Edipus hath wing plenipotent; 
In ceaseless storm of eloquence his breath is spent. 

CLVII. 

The sage from his seclusion peals his note; 
The student, from his solitary cell, 
Comes forth to aid — denounce the monstrous mote ! 
Truth-loving ministers the chorus swell, 
And ring the black iniquity's last knell: 
The winds of burning thought at last awake. 
And curling whistle over town and dell; 
Afar the rustling corn-fields wildly shake, 
As if they would the galling bonds of hunger break. 

OLVIII. 

In clubs, in public haunts, in private ways, 
Be-echoes Bread! Protection, curtain'd lie, 
Now trembles to its base; though still they raise 
Their curious voice in strange recipe ! Try 
Curry-powder ! Most laughable 1 People sigh 
And shake, at once with fear and fun; for loud 
The Press reports, and weekly " Punch" lets fly 
His fertile wit! Peel wisely hides in silent shroud: 
And o'er the world the " Times" reverberates the thunder 
loud. 
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CLIX. 

Thus lash'd its waves against the sky, Great Britain's 
When Kussell's shell^politic* hissing spun, [heart, 

And blew the ministry like dust apart; 
Freed Peel from misery, and struck Protection 
To the core, and smote with rare perfection 
Every part, and snapp'd and tore its chain 
To shreds: hangs up the crisis and the din 
In keen suspense ! But sure and true in aim, 
Victoria tries Russell first — then summons Peel again. 

OLX. 

Who re-appears, a calm, determined man! 
And Parliament is summoned to attend. 
And now Sir Robert is himself again ! 
The House is crowded, hush'd, and still; lend 
Ye attentive ear, and on Sir Robert bend 
Your eyes, and hear how he his part will play: 
How he shall step, like Diogenes of Athen, 
From his Protection tub, to brilliant day 
And oriental grandeur ! Fearlessly he shall assay, 

CLXI. 

And firm uphold with his herculean 
Arm, the fabric of a thousand years ! 
For Corn-craft, Cyclop-like and Nemean, 
Would the social pillars rend — so large its ears. 
But Peel withheld ! although their gleaming spears 
Of envious polish quivering fell. 

With savage force ! Had they not follow'd him long years 
Aside? And now, the Eumenides yell 
Was fierce; buttheir mad venom on themselves too fell. 

* Lord John's ** Letter to the Electors of London." 
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CLXII. 

Be-howl'd he stood. What man is all in, all 
Complete? Large comprehension in him lay — 
State-genius, and Art ! His. eye a ball 
Of glorious reflection ! which doth portray, 
In lineament severe, the smallest ray 
Of living Industry ! And' now he shone 
Pre-eminent amidst: the savage fray! 
With one strong arm restored great Astrea's throne, 
And with the other fill'd — oh bliss! — ^the poor man's home. 



Then see the aged Duke from his imperial place, 
Consistent to the end, to serve his Queen, 
Upon his country's altar. lay, with noble grace, 
A policy which, right or wrong,, had been 
The anchor sure of many a gifted son 
Of England's soil — devote to England's good ! 
And well he knew, who on a hundred fields had shone. 
That Duty well perform'd must lead to good. 
And round this pillar England's strength unshaken stood. 

CLXIV. 

The last nor least of rock-built, lion-hearted 
England's greatest men, himself a prodigy, 
A genius vast in battle's tempest bred; 
A chief of many famous chiefs to victory 
Inured; who, backward rolling fierce and fiery 
Tides of whelming war, brought long and fruitful peace; 
A man, a miracle, a mystery; 
The conqueror's calm the Christian's hope embrace 
In the mild lineaments of that majestic face. 
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OLXV. 

Thus closed this long and fertile struggle; 
Which thoughtful men had tried before, enow 
To obviatej but wrong was then a bubble, 
Dark and huge, and stood ascendent. But now 
Free Trade hath cast night's phantoms from her brow, 
And, like the day, appears in truth to all. 
Yet keep ye watch, eye vigilant; allow 
Not sleep to overtake, lest ye should fall 
To like decay. Seek — meditate the good of all. 

CLXVI. 

Think not true Freedom's sacred battle done i 
Small are the triumphs which but cancel wrong, 
While vigorous corruption's threads are spun. 
While base ambition can its craft prolong, 
And with its sycophants the nation throng; 
So long shall Freedom need each virtuous son — 
Each valiant heart, clear, calm, and strong. 
To bear with thunder tread its banners on; 
Grod and my Right in lines of light inscribed thereon ! 



Ill 



PART FOUBTH. 



THE RHINE. 



I. 
Awake, asleep, in dream, time stealeth on — 
Moment after moment disappears for ever; 
And thus we float until our day is done, 
Like bubbles borne upon a mighty river. 
Or like a vessel launched in stormy weather. 
Upon a dark and agitated sea. 
By meteors we are hither drawn, and thither ! 
One changeless voice saith ever — Follow me ! 
A million drowsy echoes babble— This way flee ! 

II. 
And swift the clouds fly on, the rain descends; 
In steady tranquil din the river foams 
And hurls on; the vessel toils and rends 

. Against the driving stream; the engine groans, 
Or seems to groan, and slow and listless moans 
In agony, as if it knew its task 
Had no abatement. So Sisyphus atones 
In toil his treachery. Thus every mask 

On vanity's huge hill shall roll its empty cask. 



112 THE W^NibBRBR. 

III. 

But morn is morn, and bringeth joy, though born 
In clouds, and rain, and dismal gloom; all round 
And round the scene contracted. Nature's form. 
And aspect, green and beautiful, is bound 
In densest haze; and no fair region found. 
To fill the eye, and bathe in bright repose. 
And call from out its cell the spirit-sound 
Of all-harmonious love. Yet still there glows 
Within the breast a joy beyond all earthly woes. 

IV. 

So, let us hope the day may change its mood. 
As noon draws nigh; and patient let us sit, 
Here under canvas, where a multitude 
Of ghosts are on their way to dim exit — 
All, all to. sure oblivion, as 'tis writ 
On history's page; which is a mockery, ' 

A grinning spectral voice, that doth the wit 
Perplex and madden, then maketh merry 
With its dupe, and sticks him too upon its ferry, 

V. 

A bait for other eyes, and other ages. 
But happy were we, could we but divine 
How long these heavy clouds will dim the pages 
Of the world around, and rob the Khine 
Of all its charm. E'en now, you'd say, 'twill shine — 
A moment more, and all is dim as erst. 
And sore th' impatient pilgrims. mope and pine — 
Or sudden into clear prediction burst ! 
"lis noon, and Sol is quenching now his mighty thirst, v 



THE BHINB. 113 

VI. 

The rain abates — ^the heavy element 
Is weaken'd now to white translucent haze. 
In glimpses here and there, a broken rent 
Is seen, and now to right and left we gaze. 
Luxuriant bushy dells upcurling raise 
Their foliage, moist and green, and glistening shine — 
As childhood laughingly through tears displays 
Its joy; and tow'ring rocks, all braced with vine, 
Look down in grey and sleepy silence on the rushing 
Rhine; 

VII. 

Their summits strew'd with ruins, footmarks vast 
Of ages gone. How silently they prophesy 1 — 
Of life, of death, of everlasting waste. 
Of solemn and mysterious destiny ! 
And yearning thought, of that Divinity 
Which shapes our ends, rough-hew them how we may ! 
Behind, before, in strange proximity, 
It hems us in; and never doth betray: 
To high and higher blessedness still points the way. 

VIII. 

Like mouldering monuments, unfinish'd 
Purposes, half-ruin'd habits, strew the mind; 
Their life and vigour gone. Some, undiminish'd, 
Still attempt to rule; but they are blind. 
And like old institutions, strive to bind 
The aspiring soul; which now the burning peak 
Selects, to build anew, and leaves behind 
Its last abode, the higher law to keep: 
Ascending thus, by sacrifice, from deep to deep. 
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IX. 

Of noble sap the feudal times were full — 
An age of loyalty to fearless men; 
Which fell, a sacrifice to civil rule — 
A race of pigmies with a ready pen, 
The age of ledgers, and old creeds to mend. 
Of quackery, and puffery, and puns: 
Ignoble things subserve a higher end. 
Such subtle vice through every channel runs 
As would have fill'd with scorn and shame Attila's Huns. 

X. 

Ingenuous youth! if in thy soul remain 
An unextinguished spark of heavenly fire, 
Oh rise to that ! mean, creeping fraud disdain; 
In noble-mindedness trade, and acquire. 
With unabating energy aspire. 
In silent meditation to discern 
The inward power and life ye so admire 
In Plato, Luther, Shakspere*s scriptured urn. 
Like theirs, thine own immortal soul shall live and burn. 

XI. 

'Tis Afternoon! the murky morning shroud 
All shattered. Apollo's glancing shafts are 
Streaming down; and fleets of fleecy clouds 
Are anchored beautiful, around and far 
Along th' ethereal sea ! The golden car 
Wheels toward the west: trending backward run 
The greenly undulating hills! Cities share 
The dreamy continent, and, bright and dun. 
Sleep in the golden radiance of the sinking sun I 
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XII. 

How beautiful is thy investiture, 
Dream-centred Rhine ! Naught here disturbs the view. 
Creation's countenance reflects a pure 
And overflowing peace. No trace, no hue, 
Of aught equivocal, to darken and undo 
The universal smile— the boundless scene; 
But all is bountiful, and rich, and true. 
The blending elements in concord stream-— 
All Nature seems to slumber in divinest dream. 

XIII. 

Like to a mighty eagle's outstretch'd wings, 

The bumish'd clouds stream through the west, and 

backward range 
Their broken brindled lines in circling rings, 
Of iridescent glorious charm! Strange 
And glittering retinue, that gorgeous change, 
As melts^through myriad hues, their bright 
Array — converging round and round, as wanes 
And sinks the Father of the Days — ^Twilight 
Following, and leading on the oriental Night ! 

XIV. 

Calm, breathless, beautiful ! Hesperus, bold 
Herald of the night, solitary reigns — 
Lonely shines ! prophetic star, which seems to hold 
Mysterious and overflowing veins 
Of purest light — a gem without a stain I 
In majesty it mediates alone. 
With sweet and gracious look. In language plain. 
It speaketh of the Everlasting One, 
And saith, with every noble heart. Thy will be done I 
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XV. 

Now hundreds, myriads, burning fill 
The deepening dome ! In choral hymn they glow, 
And swell — deep silent praise ! How still 
Yet loud they sing ! Or is 't the living flow 
Of calm and tranquil thought which ye bestow? 
For all of good, and beautiful, and fair, 
Seems, 'neath your influence, to live, and grow. 
And move in harmony ! ye seem so pure. 
As from your starry seats ye shine and roll secure. 

XVI. 

Adieu ! We will unto Night's couch retire. 
Where half mankind upon their pillows lean: 
Then think we of our home, all we desire 
Of time, eternity, the mighty din 
Of human strife and wo — what can it meani — 
Of Him — ^the Holy One — salvation's horn 1 
In silent prayer, thought wanders into dream, 
And sense is shut, and life and time clean shorn: 
Hour after hour shall toll, but thou art dead till Morn. 

XVII. 

Sense-sealing Sleep ! how wonderful thou art ! 
Surpassing wonderful ! And what art thou, 
Prophetic Dream — light of the inmost heart? 
Now thou communicatest joy, and now 
Unutterable terror sweats the brow; 
Alternate fear and hope sweeps through the face. 
And groans and laughter from the inmates flow! 
Or moves the mouth in sweet and radiant grace. 
As if a messenger divine had shown of heav'n a trace! 
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XVIII. 

O Sleep ! within thy drowsy curtain hides 
A mystery — an undiscovered land — 
Which incommunicable firm abides 
The future great Columbus, who shall stand, 
With vision rapt, upon its vivid strand 
Of sky-wrought merchandise and sculptured flame. 
With all its wonders at his high command — 
Its intuitions marvellous to illume, 
And its swift elements to Reason's law attune. 

XIX. 

For Conscience hath a vital history — 
Dread book of life ! and Mind is its own place ! 
Oblivion's but the unremember'd entry ! 
No power can e'er from out its page efface 
A thought, word, act, or mar the slightest trace 
Of good or ill we realise or do. 
Or in our wide experience embrace. 
The blessed saint, the hoary fool, pursue. 
Intensified in dream, the love their souls imbue ! 

XX. 

Phenomenal are all appearances; 
Yet something sure they mean. The leaping flame — 
The curious dream — are quaint resemblances 
Of deeper inward forms which they proclaim — 
Of actual energies, we praise or blame. 
To which we attribute our weal or wo: 
Sense, Beason, Love divine, have each their claim. 
Thus we are toss'd upon the ebb and flow 
Of many tendencies, to strive, to learn, to grow, 
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XXI. 

Which form the World, and all its shifting scenes, 
Its ever fleeting forms, and solemn shows, 
Its restless revelry, and sounding schemes. 
And all the pageantry which through it flows; — 
The glittering sheen, the phosphorus haze that glows 
Like light around the crumbling dry decay 
Of rottenness, which round its object throws 
Illusive charm — an insubstantial ray — 
The bright nonentity which leads the human moth astray ! 

XXII. 

Ah ! better wander wildly o'er the hills, 
Among the darkly-sloping forest shades; 
Along those verdant meads and trickling rills. 
Where frowning rocks and deep majestic glades 
Sublimely stand, and many a river fades. 
In bending circuit, tow'rd the sounding sea ! 
How beautiful, *mid Twilight's deep'ning shades. 
To wander, hand in hand, in mirth and glee, 
'Midst gushing Nature's wild and joyous minstrelsy I 



Pause 'neath yon ruin'd castle's roofless halls, 
Or mould'ring monastery, vast and lone. 
Whose venerable mass of crumbling walls. 
And high and hoary arches, Time has strewn 
With creeping weeds, and o'er its wreck has thrown 
A mystic charm, a dim religious awe; 
Its broken towers and turrets all o'ergrown 
With clust'ring leaves, where Thought may idly draw 
Sweet ministries from Nature's all-adorning law. 
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XXIV. 

But while we sojourn 'mong the haunts of Man, 
A noble Purpose must the Conscience cheer. 
The longest earthly life is but a span — 
A lightning flash, of vivid hope or fear: 
Yet, 'midst Time's shifting currents, thus we rear 
Our modest home upon the stable ground 
Of everlasting Truth! Time shall not wear 
Its deep foundation, nor the wild rebound 
Of hell-bom craft its adamantine walls unfound! 

XXV. 

Oh, there are moments when the gladden'd heart. 
Like new-born day, reveals its hidden might. 
Unlocks its deepest springs, and dares impart 
Transcendent hope ! which, like a sacred light. 
Illumes its path, and in its lustre bright 
Of burning joy arrays the distant time — 
A far-extending, wide, and ceaseless flight; 
Through high humanity's supernal clime 
It would aspire to soar, in faith and love sublime i 

XXVI. 

Ascending Mom is kindling in the east; 
The quenchless constellations close their eyes. 
No longer silence o'er the earth is cast: 
Low distant music of the upper skies. 
In swelling note, in mightier concord rise. 
The crowding light proclaims the great approach 
Of lordly Day; — the flashing courier flies 
From peak to peak, and spreads the widening arch 
Of quick intelligence — proclaims the royal march! 
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XXVII. 

Thou blazing orb ! gem on the robe of light 
Which veils th' Eternal One ! how strange and dread 
Thy incomputable, unwearied might ! 
Thy shining waves in warm effulgence spread, 
And swift as thought the rounded ocean thread 
Of this great universe, illuming wide 
The pregnant earths, and all their wondrous seed — 
Creative energies, which fast abide, 
And generate, and wax, and breathe, within thy tide ! 

XXVIII. 

The swarming beams steal down the mountain height. 
Invest the blooming vale, and scour the plain. 
Glorious regions bask in living light ! 
Obedient Nature, in her choicest train 
Of rich embroidery, her festive reign 
And sumptuous table keeps ! Great and benign 
This vast munificence,, from which we drain 
Free measureless repast of bread and wine. 
From teeming founts and oracles of grace divine ! 

XXIX. 

Amidst the thunder-music of the hours. 
In hoar tranquillity to heav'n ascend. 
Calm as eternity, earth's snowy towers. — 
Afar, the Alps, like battlements of brilliants stand ! 
Earth's diadem, fresh from its Maker's hand I 
God-sculptured crown of crestling altitudes, 
In likeness of th' immortal ramparts plann'd; 
Worlds waken at its feet; the mantling clouds. 
Like hosts of burnish'd warriors, blaze around its sides. 
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XXX. 

Through earth, through air, unnumber'd creatures 
The ant is up, the bee is on the wing; [throng: 

And all the golden-throated birds of song, 
In heaven-shed earnestness, their matins ring! 
Their holy minstrelsy on high they fling! 
Deep burning tones of praise and gratitude. 
And many a lowing note, and rural clang. 
In Nature's wide and grand infinitude, 
Sounds forth into the newborn Day a glad prelude. 

XXXI. 

And Man, the wonderful, the myriad-tougued. 
Free, bold, ingenious, progressive race ! 
Earth, ocean, air, are with his workings throng'd; 
Unto the heavens he lifts again his face ! 
His thoughts now wander to the Throne of Grace. 
A thousand belfries, shining i' the sun, 
In answering cadence peal from place to place. 
And booms in thunder-roll the matin-gun: 
Behold the World once more awake — Man's march begun. 

XXXII. 

Creative power for ever streams around; 
Creation's glory is for ever new; 
Awful, beautiful, immense, profound, 
Godlike, inscrutable, eteme, and true. 
The Book stands open man shall ne'er read through; 
The mighty leaves are turning, night and day, 
Immensities revealing to our view. 
Infinities in infinite array. 
Above, around, beneath, resounding on their way. 
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XZXIII. 

These are thy marvellous works, mysterious Word ! 
For ever blessed be thy mighty name ! 
For ever be thy love divine adored ! 
Thou, ever-curtain'd with eternal flame — 
Maker and Beholder of this wondrous frame ! 
What must thy inner sanctuary bel 
Even these creative movements are the same 
Continuation of thy energy; 
And change is but duration in activity. 

XXXIV. 

Without, within, a Presence full of wonder 
Hems us in — the miracle of Love 
Divine! All things for ever praise and render 
Proof of Him invisible above; 
By whom the elements are ceaseless wove. 
And all the bright imaginings of men. 
In Him alone we truly are and move. 
He is! and is the Eternal Now and Then — 
The Ever-present How and Whither, Where and When ! 

XXXV. 

Uis day for ever shineth; and in it 
We see things sensible, and things to sense 
Unknown; — laws, principles, which have their root 
Deep hidden in the soul; voice of conscience, 
Inaudible without; a secret incense 
Of the yearning heart; an inward food, 
Sweet and ineffable, which hath no semblance 
To the things of earth. Yet all are fair and good; 
Though high and higher forms of knowledge each include. 
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And far below, the swelling Bhine, between 
Deep precipices, boundeth on, in firm control 
Of law immutable ! So is 't with Man. 
The channel is shaped out through which must roll 
His days and years: and yet, throughout the whole, 
Is left to choose how he shall navigate. 
Upon Time's stream, the vessel of his soul. 
And 'midst its windings dark and intricate, 
His mind to truth and honour freely dedicate. 

XXXVII. 

Every path is fiill of opportunity. 
For good or ill. Temptation's flowery isles 
The map unrolls of our infirmity. 
The vessel strands amid the blooming wiles. 
And more and more the dreaming soul beguiles. 
Though Sinai's thunders roll in stern rebuke. 
How potent are earth's transient smiles 
To turn us from the kind benignant look. 
Which sweetly beckons us behind the frowning rock ! 

XXXVIII. 

High Providence hath station'd, every way. 
Means to instruct — power to perceive and act — 
Strength to perform — and faith's ennobling ray 
Of hope and trust to raise. God is exact ! 
The purpose of our life he doth enact: 
But we, in knavish prejudice, adhere 
To earthy tendencies — cause and effect 
Of all our unbelief and slavish fear — 
Appearing to believe; believing to appear. 
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XXXIX. 

This double darkness shower'd upon his path, 
The Child is born — weak, helpless, innocent; 
Nor sees nor knows! A thing, some say, of wrath- 
A form accursed — a threefold continent 
And chaos of all ill — in darkness sent. 
Through double darkness to explore and feel 
Its way. O dread and stei*n appointment ! 
Who shall its early pains and sorrows heal? 
Who shall, with bosom full of love, its eye unseal 1 

XL. 

A Portian riddle, where an image sleeps, 
Surpassing beautiful — chest within chest ! 
Sense, Intellect, Religion, are the keeps. 
Sense, in rich ostentation, shall invest 
The carrion death with empty eye and breast ! 
Keen Intellect its shadow shall secure — 
The proud, ambitious, cureless egotist ! 
Thou, meek Keligion, threat'ning and demure. 
Shall in thy heart the image keep, serene and pure. 

XLI. 

Thus fashion'd and involved, we see the Boy, 
With radiant limbs, and brilliant brow and eye. 
Pursuing butterflies — a flash of joy! 
Behold him there, a glorious mystery ! 
Shall aught on earth this wonder satisfy? 
Insatiable in soul, in heart, in sense — 
Earth, hell, and heaven are there potentially ! 
Immortal energy within a fence 
Of breathing flesh — a germinating chaos dense ! 
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XLII. 

Thus fiimish'd and equipp'd — incipient Man — 
To school he goes — Act second of his life — 
To enter there the rudimental plan, 
Bestraint, coercion, discipline — the strife 
Acquisitive — the toil, the joy, the grief 
To learn, alternates with his love of play. 
The power of law and freedom here is chief 
To shape the latent man — prepare the way — 
Unconsciously within to part the night from day. 

XLIII. 

He revelleth with streams, and woods, and flowers, 
In large enjoyment of lawless, free, 
And careless liberty. But swift the hours 
Develop right and wrong — a world-wide sea 
Of good and ill. The wanderer tries to see 
His way; and, like the dove far from its home, 
Which will around and round in circle flee, 
So staggereth in wilder'd roam. 
And struggling on his way, first drinks earth's sparkling 
foam. 

XLIV. 

Without, within, the tide of pleasure swells. 
The waves voluptuously glance and whirl; 
Imps and myrmidons in glittering scales 
'Mid harmless things ! The turf, gun, rod, unfurl 
Their charm ! Women, war, ambition, uphurl 
Their gaze majestic 'cross his path. Each, all. 
In turn he tries. — Hurrah ! this is the World 1 
Before him looms delight: he spreadeth sail — 
When lo, it endetb in a ruin, thin and frail! 
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XLV. 

Stern Atropos shall do her work ! He saw — 
Desired the fruit--and daring dimb'd the fatal 
Eminence — seized and ate — and felt it thaw, 
Dissolve, and disappear. Fall after fall 
Succeeds; for habit hath a power to call 
And lure him on, in grim and spectral fight. 
Until his health, wealth, joy, and all — 
Hope after hope — goes out, swift as a light — 
A blazing, brilliant lamp extinguish'd in the night ! 

XLVI. 

Perchance his college friends neglected lie, 
And dust pollutes great Ceesar's classic page. 
Yet now and then a gleam of something high 
Flits o*er his mind, the waters to assuage, 
His soul from misery to dbengage, 
And calm the bitter rage of dark Fhlegethon: 
First intuition of an ancient sage. 
Whose pure delights are with the sons of men. 
Along enduring paths of Peace to skip and run. 

XLVII. 

For in imperishable Truth he firm 
Believed. Deep instinct of the noble heart 1 
How clear he feeleth he hath all to learn, 
And longeth from his dungeon to depart; 
In Nature's aspect calm, in beauteous Art^ 
He feels the presence of a power unseen, 
Of which the universe is but a chart ! 
Already seemeth he on it to lean — 
Its all-encircling arms he is full sure within. 
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XLVIII. 

Thus seeketh he, the weary prodigal, 
His Father's home — he that had lived with swine, 
And riotously wasted royal 
Means, and starved in internecine 
Agony. We see a father's goodness shine, 
And cheer his fainting soul. He leaves the shows 
And shoals of sensuality supine 
Behind. An inward beauty round him throws 
A heavenly smile— -the storm is hush'd of raging foes. 

XLIX. 

His proper faults look lovely in its light: 
For revelation washeth all things in 
Its own immortal hues, rich, soft, and bright. 
As clouds around the setting sun — and sin 
Itself is turn'd to gold; — a glass wherein 
Deep mercy and compassion shines toward all 
Who, struggling in the serpent fangs, are seen 
As things in darkness, which ye cannot call 
Up to the light: each must himself resist or fall. 

L. 

Thus endeth Act the third 1 And lonely now. 
Night after night, in soul devoted love. 
He seeketh truth. Calm and pale his brow 
Amidst those mighty sepulchres, above 
And o'er whose scriptured page in love 
And tears he bends. He wrestles with the gods 
Until they bless him ! The lion and the dove 
Conjoin their life ! And beautiful the roads 
Where mighty souls have traced their luminous abodes. 
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LI. 

Star lighteth star; cup after cup he quaffs; 
Down rains the blessed light upon the ground. 
*Tis noonday in his soul ! And now he doffs 
Dependence on the world. His heart is sound, 
And seeks Humanity's great heart to found, 
In brotherhood his own, and close unite, 
In bonds of amity, the extremest bound 
Of human intercourse. This goodly sight 
To realise, he would all humble hearts invite, 

LII. 

Each for himself I No outward unity 
Of adverse elements is capable 
Among mankind. Can hell and heaven agree? 
This light love order? that strife, eviU 
Anarchy, destruction ? Impossible ! 
The State must ever stand as umpire. 
And order strict impose, in stern control, 
By government and law subdue the fire. 
And point the way — the end to which all should aspire. 

LIII. 

But now earth's clouds, and mists, and strife, and hate, 
From him are fled; and dingy Night is merged 
In glorious Day. He is a regal potentate: 
He holds dominions Vast, nor overcharged 
With grievous tax; nor are his cares enlarged 
Nor troublesome. He hath, too, a princely line • 
Of counsellors: his kingdom is not marged. 
We saw the morning regions of the Rhine — 
Oh, who shall sketch the intuition of a soul divine ? 
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LIV. 

Which hath nor measurement, but is a rod, 
A measuring power, which meteth all 
Creation in its light and law; its code 
Mysterious, unknown; nor can ye call 
It into play, but it doth swell and fall 
As doth the fitful music of the wind; a tide, 
When it appears, then lightens up the hall 
Of mind, the chambers of the heart, deep, wide, 
And wonderful — from sense receding swift to hide ! 



Thus is, and is not! For look, what see you? 
Eyes, ears, skin, hair — no more ! Sense cannot make 
It out, nor understand, nor touch, nor view, 
Nor feel its presence — ^bounded in the make 
And shape of brain. Yet it is wide awake. 
And overlooks the land; and in effect 
Breathes, walks, and works, in word and form elate- 
As liberty of conscience — self-respect — 
Sovereign church and state — ^literati elect. 
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PART FIFTH. 



THE ISER. 



I. 
Dreams are dreams — Life is life — ^Nature, nature ! 
Here — on the footsteps of great Fatherland, 
Beneath this monument of one, strong, clear, 
And calm — here let us pause, and understand 
What means this noble form, wrought by the hand 
Of transcendental Art. Most worthy thou 
To represent that daring mind, and stand 
In undecaying strength, his living vow. 
In solemn confirmation, flashing on thy brow. 

II. 
Great radiant form, that lookest down in still 
And noble pensiveness ! behold in me 
A lonely Wanderer, who owes to thy strong will 
Sincerest gratitude ! May he, through thee, 
A cup of inspiration drink anew. 
And share thy spirit's ken, thy life heroic, 
Thou German Hercules — high-priest of true 
And elevated life — intrepid, quick, 
And mighty heart — modern Stentor thou, and Stoic ! 
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III. 

Was not thy life a battle, and thy deeds 
A victory, won for mankind? Thy brave 
And resolute unyielding energy leads 
Thousands on; and in thy massive wave 
Of thought, the weak are strong to stave 
The overwhelming gulf of sin and guile 
Which rages round pale Europe — a dark grave 
Of base and hollow intrigue, where the wile 
Of despot-craft the world's wide fields unreconcile. 

IV. 

Thee, too, they would have crush'd: but genius and 
Thy hardy skill carved thee a way through clefts 
Of high humanity. Thou didst demand. 
And dare, the rebel's banishment, that lifts 
Big energy and self- resource, and gifts 
The soul with privilege and power to smite 
Anew the rock of life, with fire that rifts 
In twain, and opens up the fulness bright 
Of man's capacity, and everlasting right 

V. 

To wise rebellion. Perish, ducal folly, 
And its crude restraint, and every other 
Stupid vail or dead tradition, fitly 
Framed for owls and apes to work together ! 
What were Pegasus with such a tether? 
Eating scientific stubble, instead 
Of bread and wine Olympian? — Smother, 
In a technic school, the glorious spread 
Of Genius — born Futurity's great heart to wed. 



132 THE WAKDEKEB. 

VI. 

Boldly thou didst dash the earthy offering 
To the ground, and stood like an immortal 
In protest. Within thee flow'd a richer spring — 
There shone humanity's supreme ideal ! 
And lo, thy thought hath in the sculptor large and real 
Shone, and placed thee like a classic god 
Before thy fellow-men ! 'Tis wise and well ! 
Thus we recall a noble spirit fled, 
And drop a burning tear to Truth's victorious spread: 

VII. 

Severe in unity and continuity, 
Of vital beauty, calm and deep-fashion'd, in 
* The spirit-mould of Man essentially 
Seen! Art hath here a mighty stake to win — 
A true creation to achieve: to wing 
Her strength and purity in movement free. 
And make the mute material a speaking thing — 
Impress on shapeless stone its native energy — 
And to the eye of Man present mind's glorious efiigy. 

VIII. 

Mere science — ^measurement — ^is powerless here! 
Art hath her throne — ^her high supernal seat — 
And ord'reth how. her beauty shall appear; 
And loveth him who sitteth at her feet. 
In purity of mind. The inward, sweet, 
And heavenly eye beholds the form divine 
Of elevated Man, raised and complete. 
The glowing hand may then the stone refine — 
Inscribe on adamant a shape of light sublime. 



THE I8BB. 133 

IX. 

Severe and beautiful we thus behold 
Thee, Schiller ! all- victorious to the last. 
Like a massive Alpine rock, in bold 
Projection, thy strong spirit stood, its best 
To do, while mining Death did hew and blast 
Thy breath's foundations — earnest to the end — 
And thou lay stretch'd in everlasting rest. 
Where, oh where, may then the journey tend 1 
Whither, whither, doth the mighty spirit wend ? 

X. 

Thy work at least is here — thy mighty shrine — 
In its organic frame of thought and deed, 
Thy spirit's measurement, in fleeting time. 
Of life's bright mystery — what through the shroud 
Of mortal suffering it saw, and loud 
Proclaim'd. Work, good or ill, is all that Man 
May or can leave behind; all else is cloud. 
And dust and ashes. Work — work ! that is the plan 
And purpose of Creation since Time first began ! 

XI. 

Not downward toil, in earth-born narrowness, 
But upward work to wide intelligence. 
The earthy thought and act is barrenness 
And death unto the soul — deep indigence 
And night. Begard the truth, and then commence. 
In noble earnestness, its law to keep; 
Shun steadily the dictate of mere sense; 
And through thine innate purpose work and seek. 
Thus sow thy strength, and daily thou shalt knowledge 
reap. 
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XII. 

The craftsman^ if he would his skylight frame, 
Must know the rule and practice of his art; 
He dare not wander from its rigid claim, 
Nor from its perfect lines at will depart. 
He may be foolish, lazy, and inert; 
But it is god-like in its silentness, 
And will its own authority assert, 
And all his blunders openly confess. 
And plunge him in disgrace, should he its rules transgress. 

XIII. 

But should he journey with obedient skill, 
Art must her pure integrity display; 
His mind and eye shall recognise and feel 
A true delight in his own work's survey. 
For round it shines the light of Truth's own ray. 
Wouldst thou eternal Truth and Beauty know 1 
Work thou in righteousness from day to day: 
Thy life in unity and strength shall grow, 
And Truth divine her lineaments on thee bestow. 

XIV. 

Go to the fountains deep of history, 
Back to the time in which, as bards have told, 
Mankind were young and jocund, wild and free, 
Bright, beautiful, and brave — the Age of Gold — 
When gods or genii sought, in freedom bold, 
The sons and daughters of the earth. Then ran 
A progeny of heroes in the fold 
Of distant time, whose deeds old Homer sang, 
And other ancient poets of old Grecians gang. 
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XV. 

Work then was noble — held in high renown — 
And hugest labour, single-handed done, 
Had sovereign honour. The poet's strain 
Which told its heroism, was the golden sum 
Which he received; else would his work, all dumb, 
No virtue yielded, nor achievement fired, 
Humanity's great heart to love, not shun. 
In idleness, and sloth, and ease retired, 
The glorious privilege of labour, love-inspired. 

XVI. 

In apprehension they were gods indeed; 
And from their warm Promethean clay 
Rose, like a storm, in its increasing speed, 
Hellenic life. They own'd great Nature's sway. 
And sought, in love and earnestness, the way 
To her recesses — to her inmost heart — 
Her living truth and beauty: and her day 
Of Poesy, Philosophy, and Art, 
Her History and Science, is the world's great mart 

XVII. 

Of Thought commercial. Most wondrous race. 
As character'd in its development! 
Nor less its swift decline and dim efface. 
Like to a fiery compound hurl'd vehement 
On high, it rose and fell; and as it went. 
It shower'd imperishable monumental 
Urns of genius from its flaming, fervent 
Breast, then sank, a broken and an empty shell, 
With but the echo of its once-resounding knell. 
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XVIII. 

Yet we behold, with admiration high, 
The wrecks of her triumphant march, whose quick'ning 
Power and amplitude are as an eye, 
Bright, dark, and lovely, in ever-shifting 
Brilliant radiance. Great Nature's shining 
SouFs all-beauteous glance ! manifest 
In all her wondrous forms of being — 
Vague or sublime, in motion or at rest, 
In war, in games, in word, in sculptured stone exprest. 

XIX. 

Here, in Bavaria's imperial seat. 
As in the shiver'd fragments, small but true. 
Of a gigantic mirror, ye may meet. 
As elsewhere in bright miniature. 
Their magic skill in Art — ^their knowledge, sure 
And deep, of human form. In ecstasy 
Sublime they sought and found the spirit j>ure 
Of Art: it fill'd their hand grape-full: and grandly 
From their polish'd chisel rose Art's stony minstrelsy, 

XX. 

Magical and wondrous in variety 
Of charm! Processions grand — as in a glass — 
Emotional, transitional, we see ! 
The fiery passions, as they wildly pass. 
Suspended on their way ! the vividness 
Of vast indignity — ^behold it there! — 
In all the might of still impressiveness 1 
Work of immortal skill, sublime and rare: 
Can modern Art her highest feats with these compare? 
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XXI. 

And here, as in Italia's sunny land 
(Among the wonders of unfathom'd Borne, 
Where first I saw Canova's master-hand — 
Where daring Art has rear'd its mightiest dome), 
Behold again his genius on its throne ! 
Here beautiful before me stand Idaian Paris, 
And the foam-bom Queen — ^without her zone — 
In marble loveliness ! The heart ean kiss 
These shining forms, and dream again of bygone bliss. 

XXII. 

These and Thorwaldsen's Adonis are feats ^ 
Of modern Art the Glytothek may boast; 
But Greece 1 immortal Greece ! what indicates 
Art-power like thy all-comprehending host 
Of breathing stone ! Had all things else been lost 
That thou hast done, in this the deepest page 
Of thy strange history, thy life, emboss'd 
On these surpassing monuments, presage, 
In characters of flame, thy magical and mighty age ! 

XXIII. 

Yet, in reality, it is not truth, 
Nor life — ^but vital and imperishable 
Form. The heart and soul's communicated youth ! 
And mortal sense, in undistinguishable 
Charm entranced, in vain can reconcile 
The prodigy with anything externe. 
Hope beholds the glorious peristyle. 
And leads the infant vine of love to yearn 
And climb around this evergreen of life intern. 
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As Art can bridge the Alpine chasms wild. 
In friendly clasp uniting steep to steep, 
Or o'er the roaring floods a highway build, 
Defying yawning danger's gloomy keep, 
So, o'er the fathomless and viewless deep 
Which separates immortal soul from soul. 
Transcendent Art with daring skill can leap, 
And rear a god-like fabric rapt and still, 
Each gazer's eye with wonder high to strike and fill. 

XXV. 

The end and proud attainment of all Art ? 
To place the Beautiful before the eye, 
And lure the budding soul, the infant heart, 
Up to its home in the eternal sky 
Of purity and grace: to try and try, 
In everlasting lofty gaze, to rule 
And introduce its law of order high 
Within the sensuous life: help the soul 
To find its throne, and Being's deep domain control. 

XXVI. 

Alas ! poor Greece ! she ended in a mist 
Of sophistry — dim wand'ring echoes — 
Dissembling disputants in jargon lost 
Complete; possess'd with devils, and the shows 
And empty husks of truths — the mortal throes 
Of her departing soul, which overran 
The groping European mind. Her day had closed ! 
The shades of Epicurean night set in ! 
With Proclus truly ends the long hermetic chain — 
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XXVII. 

Not lost, but plunged into the vast patristic 
Stream of speculative faith. Augustine's mind 
Shall mould the Christian and Platonic 
Love, and in one massive system bind 
The elements of both — and thus consigned, 
Shine like a star through long scholastic night, 
And reign supreme, and in Aquinas find — 
In Scotus — many more — new heralds bright, 
New embryonic germs of philosophic might. 

XXVIII. 

And mighty souls appeared, mild and sublime-r— 
Majestic men, with thoughts old as the hills^ 
Full of the burden of the unborn time, 
Who walk'd like mountains grey amidst earth's ills. 
Such are the souls whom Faith's great spirit fills, 
Commission'd, like the mystic seers of eld, 
To go where'er the power that moves them wills — 
Into the tyrant's jaws, the desert wild. 
Across unknown, unmeasured seas, horizon veil'd ! 

XXIX. 

Discoveries vast teem'd from the womb 
Of Time. Man big with Eeformation grew. 
Up-sprang the spirit from monastic gloom; 
From east to west its beams resplendent threw; 
And independent Thought resumed anew 
Its mighty power. Cogito, ergo swm, 
From out the flinty soul of Descartes flew 
With fearless flash — swift summons to resume 
Anew the philosophic march, and re-illume 
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XXX. 

That living wilderness, the Human Bace, 
Its errors^ its mistaken tendencies, 
Its laws and their relations — time and space; 
And, through a jungle dense of worn-out rules. 
To hew a road, annihilating schools, 
And other phantoms dark, that, on its way 
To inward moral freedom's paradise 
Of legislative right, it needs must slaj. 
That men from argument absurd may haply stay. 

XXXI. 

A golden dawn was breaking in the sentient east. 
Humanity was streak'd with flooding Are; 
O'er cap and base the burning stream was cast, 
And all things warm'd to life and new desire. 
Humanity was as a new-strung lyre, 
Before a chord has snapp'd or loosen'd down. 
A hidden music moved it to aspire: 
Ignoble things were tinged — ^the nobler shown; 
Humanity was flaming with a Thought unknown. 

XXXII. 

The German mind was as an op'ning 
In a sky of gloom, convulsed and wild, 
Through which a flood of rays down streaming 
Fell, envelop'd in a radiance mild. 
Such as we sometimes see behind th' up-piled 
Thunder-clouds afar. Its import was not seen. 
Amidst the mighty ferment which beguiled 
The upturn'd wond'ring eyes of mortal men. 
The bright phenomenon was far beyond their ken ! 
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XXXIII. 

Philosophy ! which is the loving search 
Of all which doth ennoble and refine — 
The deep eternity through which we march — 
The wondrous elements which in us twine, 
And evermore around us wheel and shine — 
The life astonishing on which we rest, 
So manifest — outstretching large and plain — 
So clear, yet so inscrutably exprest — 
So truly to the free and searching soul of Man addrest. 

XXXIV. 

In that most marvellous, uufathom'd mine 
Of ancient truth and philosophic lore, 
The Book of Job, there is a glimpse divine 
Of Nature's beauty, majesty, and power, 
Which leadeth us in wonder to adore 
The Word mysterious which generates the whole; 
Which frames the fluent dust, and rears the mountains 
Which bade the countless stars in glory roll, [hoar; 
And filleth with supreme delight the contemplative soul. 

XXXV. 

Oh that I might come, even to his seat — 
His seat who stretcheth out the empty place. 
And hung the earth on nothing — the Complete ! 
Lo, He goeth by 1 yet is his form and face 
Unseen! and passeth on unseen his pace! 
Whose spirit garnisheth the heavens above, 
And clothes the lily with a transient grace ! 
In whom Mankind for ever breathe and move. 
Who through infinity proclaims infinite Love. 
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XXXVI. 

Thus crieth out the sorely-stricken man, 
Great in his wide and smiting misery. 
He cannot the unfathom*d path explain 
Of everlasting Truth. The Vulture's eye 
Eegards it not: Ophir, rubies, cannot buy ! 
Nor are great men, nor aged, always wise ! 
Th' Almighty giveth inspiration high: 
He speaketh once — yea twice — yet men despise, 
Or heed it not. On whom doth not his light arise ? 

XXXVII. 

To rouse the soul, to discipline the youth, 
To show the beautiful in Wisdom's ways. 
And open up the fulness bright of truth, 
The universe of things which are its rays, 
The forms and shadows which its veil displays. 
Distinguishing the transient from the true — 
This is the work Philosophy essays. 
It would the problem of the world construe: 
Eegenerate the living reason of Mankind anew. 

XXXVIII. 

All mortal things are but the fluent shores 
Which bound this silent flooding sea of life — 
This teeming Energy. True Life ignores 
The dream of death, and understands the strife 
In which true Freedom builds her firm belief. 
Its deep experience and glowing faith 
Is as the lighthouse on its hidden reef^ 
Which guides the storm-tost mariner upon his path, 
And heedeth not the elements in their wild wrath. 
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XXXIX. 

Thus reverently Kant aspired to globe 
The laws and operations of the mind; 
Anatomising Thought's interior robe, 
Its universal forms he thus defined, 
And placed its elements in rare design, 
Its transcendental order in display, 
The region of pure reason's fair confine, 
Which hitherto in dim confusion lay; 
Thus o'er a realm of beauty shed a brighter ray. 

XL. 

A band of daring thinkers now appear'd, 
Kant's giant skeletons to warm and fill. 
Though on a groundwork of their own uprear'd, 
They own'd their mighty master's power and skill. 
One vast Idea, rear'd with god-like toil, 
A universe of philosophic thought — 
Interpreting the strife of good and ill: 
They, as its willing servants, toil'd and wrought. 
And as its gifted luminaries shone and taught. 

XLI. 

Exploring, with unwearied earnestness, 
With intellectual purity and force. 
The time-concentering sphere of consciousness — 
The evolution from its secret source 
Of quick experience — the hidden course 
Of History, Knowledge, Nature, Art — 
The reason of their opposition and divorce — 
The erring centre of the selfish heart — 
The mystery of eternity, deep veil'd in every part! 
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XLII. 

Th' Eternal in Humanity reveals 
Itself. Not dead, but living, Faith the way 
Prepares, the path makes straight, the eye unseals, 
Receptive of its light; — contains a ray 
Straight from the realm of everlasting day, 
Affirming, in transcendent self-commune, 
Its source. The heart, beneath its sure survey, 
Is naked as the charnel-house at noon. 
Christ's pure religion is humanity's eternal sun, 

XLIII. 

The ever-living, all-reanimating, 
Love ! whose faintest touch restores the sick — 
Whose lightest breath is aspiration's spring — 
Which maketh man a sovereign thing of quick 
And elevated mien, upraised to speak, 
To conquer and command, rule the elements 
With deep device and skill ! — ^for he, so weak, 
Hath universal Nature's vast contents: 
All properties and qualities he represents. 

XLIV. 

Thus Christian-Man is head imperial 
Of Nature. In him presides a living 
Soul, and there a spirit quick, the vital 
Ever-shining Word: he sovereign king 
And lord of all, whose silent spirit-wing 
Traverseth time, and doth in vision stand 
O'er past or future age, and tidings bring. 
As those of old have done, in that high land 
Where Gcd flash'd in the prophet's head, and heart, and 
hand. 
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XLV. 

He conscioasly unfolds the work divine 
Which Nature all unconsciously fulfils; 
Yet Wisdom infinite rules her confine. 
And order through her heights and depths compels; 
Love, Knowledge, Instinct, Law, the whole propels 
Through never-ending, self-repeating change, 
Whence ever-varying Creation wells — 
Tjrpes glorious, round which new vestures range — 
The changeable reflecting that which cannot change. 

XLVI. 

The Pyramid and Sphinx symbolic are 
Of Nature's unity of force and form. 
In which, as in a mirror, we compare 
Her spacious base, her structure fair, the charm 
Of womanhood with which she doth adorn. 
As with a crown, her work, conjoin'd below 
With speed, strength, subtlety, conceaFd earth-born, 
Envenom'd things-— as those who conquer know. 
Before her dreadful strength and life they overthrow. 

XLVII. 

For vegetative — animal — instinctive life. 
Are necessary forms subordinate 
Of purer energy, of which the soul is rife. 
Parts of a wondrous whole, they are connate. 
And each is active, powerful, in its own estate; 
But conscious order, rule, yet there is none; 
And hence ariseth discord and debate. 
All transient life must thus its course maintain: 
The parts may war — the whole sui-vives in one vast chain. 

E 
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XLTIII. 

Unconscious Nature^ and self-conscious Thought, 
And Life beyond all consciousness, unite 
In Man. His misery through his greatness wrought 
Must come. He knows not how to use aright 
His fruitful faculties, and wastes their light 
In vain. ' His perfect freedom is his bane, 
Or glorious instrument of warfare bright. 
Self and its love sinks it in the inane; 
Allied to Truth, it works to where immortals reign. 

XLIX. 

Unconscious Nature knoweth not the grace 
Her forms reflect. She is the active ground in 
Which Mankind appears as living reason's race — 
Part of a wider, deeper whole within — 
Above. Amidst an element we spin 
Of bright intelligence which glanceth high; 
And downward we may sink in depths of sin, 
With which mere nature blusheth to comply. 
To outrage heaven and earth is sure the death to die> 

L. 

A mark sublime of immortality ! 
Is Man so born to sink, unfit to soar? 
How can he from his outraged reason flee? 
His soul can never cease to vex and tear 
Its wretched sepulchre: the devils swear, 
And tremble and believe ! How cometh this ? 
The soul is ever beautiful and fair ! 
Hell is its freedom tum'd to selfish use — 
'Tis dragg'd defiantly through evil's deep abyss! 
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LL 

A glorious and a gentle thing is Soul — 
Its winning glance supremely delicate ! 
How can the selfish, dull, earth-groping mole 
Observe its touch — ^upon its smile await ? 
His eye and heart, fix'd on the vulgar great — 
There, where his treasures are, his thought will reach. 
Intrinsic Nature is not his estate. 
The very stars unheeded idly teach. 
Why wonder he perceives not souFs ethereal speech ! 

LII. 

He sells his birthright for a pottage mess, 
Who gains the world and loseth his own soul. 
What hath he but his sin and greediness? 
The hungry vulgar only wealth extol ! 
In poverty the noble shall excel, 
And envy not thy Barmecide repast. 
And pity thee beyond what speech can tell. 
Enjoy with all thy might thy treasures vast: 
Death's sharpen'd scythe shall sever them and thee at last. 

LIII. 

The creature is to God, as is to the One: 
Apart, it nothing is, and must remain, 
Yet linked to One it is the rhythmic ten, 
And in totality shall live and reign, 
A God-made Man. Till hydra-headed Self is slain, 
Soul ever strives its empire to extend, 
To rouse, to fill, and occupy the Man. 
While freely he victoriously seems t' ascend, 
The conscious and unconscious soul thus work and blend.. 
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LIV. 

For consciousDess the fluent limit is 
Between the finite and infinite Head. 
In every man Truth is, and manifests 
Itself: in and around him it is shed: 
He is a man as he by it is led — 
With open eye, in free obedience. 
He is without excuse who resteth dead. 
How deep its conscious or unconscious exigence, 
The liar's hate of liars is remotest evidence. 

LV, 

Thus Soul is true and equal: Nature, too, 
Is just and beautiful in all her ways. 
Art is the perfect union of the two, 
And Christ is Truth — and God, I AM, who rays 
Unbounded love. To man He ever says, 
Return, ye children, I will clothe and feed; 
And all around him his great means displays. 
The Shepherd good his erring flock would lead 
To fountains free and pastures large beyond all need. 

LVI. 

Well is the godless love of Mammon named 
The Enemy of Truth — ^root of all enmity. 
The heart, with this foul pestilence inflamed, 
Becomes a sphere of wide iniquity. 
Its need insane grows to infinity, 
And to its idol sacrificeth life. 
And feedeth upon human misery. 
Its fire, like Moloch's, is with victims rife; 
Pry bones are strew'd around it — ^hate and strife. 



THE ISEB. 149 

LVII. 

It tricks itself in rites and ceremonies, 
Titles, nam^s, and wears a brazen crown 
Of seeming righteousness. Formalities 
It dearly loves, and never will disown, 
Loud-sounding flattery. It hath a throne 
Of little elegancies, calFd its home. 
Where it delighted sits amidst its own. 
O'er these amenities its heart will roam. 
And never once suspect the whole is haze and loam. 

LVIII. 

Its empire vigorous o'ershadoweth 
The dusky earth; and it hath many names, 
And many ways, in which it rendereth 
Account unto itself, to still the flames 
Of searing conscience — ^if conscience remains: 
For every heavenly glimpse at last goes out 
Where this dark energy triumphant reigns. 
And Atheism, Infidelity, and Doubt, 
Or dead Indiflerence, fills Mammon's realm throughout. 

LIX. 

In revelry and feast, in stealth and fraud, 
In outward decency, in manner'd grace, 
It courteth praise, and sacrificeth to its god. 
With bloated breath, or smooth, unwrinkled face, 
In synagogue it seeks the foremost place. 
And giveth brazen alms with perfect skill. 
Of nobleness it hath an apish trace. 
And seemeth not the innocent to kill. 
To hear it speak, it seems the poor to clothe and fill. 
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It addeth bam to bam, and field to field, 
And counselleth its children in its works; 
Though oft huge rain overtakes its bield, 
It sees not Cerberus which in it lurks, 
Which ever loud and louder howls and barks, 
Or hurrieth some horrid death to die. 
It hath a thousand strange and cunning marks, 
Which quick intelligence can easily espy. 
It is, from first to last, a pitiful and monstrous lie ! 

LXI. 

By nature and inheritance combined, 
Into this patrimony swarming come 
The helpless, needy children of Mankind. 
To them it is the trae substantial sum 
Of all felicity. Gmmb after crumb. 
In this instruction they enlarge their store, 
Till they in craft and subtlety become 
Professors in the art of mammon lore, 
And knowing egotism flourishes from shore to shore. 

LXII. 

With all its necessary shades and fraits 
Of knavish acumen and chuckling pride, 
It hath a boundless field of shoots — 
An underwood, through town and city wide, 
Where snake and serpent freely bend and glide, 
And reynard finds a rich account of geese. 
And many ways his deep designs to hide; 
The granaries he even holds in lease. 
And is a stately gentleman, who keeps the peace. 
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O gentle soul ! what wonder thou shouldst stray, 
In unsophisticated innocence, 
Amidst the charms of Mammon's brilliant day, 
Since thou, too, hast its flesh-born heritance. 
Which fancieth felicity in permanence 
Is somehow there ! To thee it seems so like 
Thy deeper dream — which is, alas! far thence 
Away. Behold the realm which thou must shake 
Far from thy heart, if thou wouldst thy true life partake ! 

LXIV. 

In Mammon's wilderness there is no peace — 
No path of purity — no stable ground. 
Still, as ye march, its burning sands increase. 
'Tis but in dream the cooling fountains bound; 
Far, far away, the winding streams are found — 
The syinboird cities of the heavenly noon — 
The Zion heights, with awful sculpture crown'd — 
The soaring wonders of the sceptred One, 
Who saith, Let glory circulate — and it is done ! 

LXV. 

The world, the flesh, lust of the natural eye, 
Is all which consciousness at first contains. 
With these thou must thy strength in battle try. 
If thou wouldst stand upon Truth's lucid plains. 
Thy deeper Want already loud complains, 
And thou beginn'st to feel no comfort there. 
Its fruit now tasted, thou canst count thy gains, 
And feel thyself more needy, lean, and bare, 
A prey to anguish, misery, and eating care. 
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LXVI. 

Where shall I go — what do? thou seem'st to cry [ 
Dost thou not see thy kingdom high around, 
Which Mammon cannot reach, nor influence buy, 
Which through thy Heavenly Father doth abound ? 
The Beautiful is all around thee found ! 
The silent stars — all Nature, ever new ! 
One vast, unwrinkled smile of love profound 
For ever opens round thee, great and true, 
Thy heart to calm and raise — ^thy path with blessings 
strew ! 

LXVII. 

In music, poesy, in sweetest song. 
Thine own peculiar kingdom thou canst find, 
And over distant time thy life prolong, 
Amidst the mighty sons of Art and Mind — 
The glorious ornaments of human-kind, 
Who died to elevate their fellow-men; 
Whose thrilling words thy heart shall fix and bind. 
And teach thee Mammon's tables to contemn. 
And thine own sensuous lusts to mutest death condemn. 

LXVIII. 

There seek the sympathy thou hast not known ! 
There see the struggles thou must undergo ! 
There measure thine own weakness with the crown 
Of that eternal life which thou shalt know ! 
As thou in righteousness dost plough and sow, 
In large abundance thou shalt life receive — 
Good measure press'd and fill'd to overflow. 
With strength renew'd to conquer and achieve, 
And Truth's unspotted garment round thee draw and 



THE I8ER. 153 

LXIX. 

Watch thou with eagle glance the inward source 
Where deep emotion hath her hidden birth: 
Observe the mode in which each living force 
Shall manifest its own peculiar worth. 
Doth it thine eye direct to heaven or earth ? 
Thy thought defile, or elevate serene 1 
Hath it a selfish or a sacred mirth ? 
By this thou shalt its very essence glean — 
Distinguish life in purity from life unclean. 

LXX. 

Thus learn to know the transitory life 
Which would thine own true energies employ, 
Thy noble freedom use in vilest strife, 
For things which only shall thy peace annoy, 
And swift, at last, its instrument destroy. 
For as thy choice is, is thy will and need: 
The transitory hath no lasting joy. 
Begin thy sensuous life to fence and weed — 
Thine own true faculties to cultivate and feed. 

LXXI. 

What serveth human foolishness and pride? 
Or man's distracted love of outward show ? 
In thine own sanctuary fast abide. 
And watch thy deeper thought within thee glow; 
Full surely thou shalt learn the truth to know, 
And deep experience from its fountain draw; 
In clearer manhood thou shalt wax and grow. 
And see that Mammon's forms are chaff and straw, 
Its sanctity a mask, which hides an ogre's maw. 
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LXXII. 

With ear attentive, mark the World around. 
Immense distraction fills its needy sons; 
Incredible delusions dense abound; 
Its learned deeds the wondVing judgment stuns; 
The seed to which its serpent-wisdom runs 
Is but the repetition of the old. 
Observe the creatures which it calls its guns— 
Their smooth demeanour — grasping love of gold- 
Cast in the true Mephistophelian grace and mould. 

LXXIII. 

For in its complicated coil of thought. 
Force, feeling, phantasy — what is or is 
Nor vital, fruitful, but perplex'd, distraught 
With never-ending discord — ^the abyss 
Of pain predestinate we cannot miss. 
But must astonished contemplate, till, blind 
And stupified with doubt and dim distress 
Of soul and sense, thick darkness unconfined, 
Unfolding deep and deeper horror to the mind. — 

LXXIV. 

Drench'd in the Stygian deeps of Unbelief, 
Its curious creed — annihilation. 
Thought blindly working — striving underneath 
Bewilder'd phantasy — the apparition, 
Dead, dark, dreary, of the nether region — 
Corruption's kingdom; which to see and know 
We must submit ! It is Sin's ugly vision 
Of its destiny — wretched, dim, and low — 
An outer darkness deep of horror, gloom, and wo. 
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The evil eye hath thus the body filFd: 
Thus radiateth sin's phantasmic hell. 
If light which in thee is but darkness yield, 
How horribly it lighteth up its dreary cell ! 
Polluted Thought, fix'd on Corruption's well, 
Can but reflect its dark and noxious deep, 
And low aflections to their work impel. 
Reversing Man and Nature, Sin shall keep 
Her court, and forms of horror round thee pile and heap. 

LXXVL 

O God, most merciful ! thou Shepherd good 
Hast form'd this deep to scare the wanderers back; 
For Thou art ever near them with Thy rod, 
Though they be far from Thee ! Yet Thou canst track, 
As with a sunbeam. Evil's darkness thick, 
And terrors infinite around them drive, 
Infolding them in penal torments quick. 
These are the means Thy wisdom can contrive. 
To guide and save Thy free but wandering sheep alive. 

LXXYII. 

World apparent ! Is not this the brilliant 
Cloud which Ixion mistook for sovereign 
Juno? This, the perishable, transient 
Bealm — chimerical, illusive, bright, vain 
Phantom — which he held, until his pregnant brain 
Begat chimeras, centaurs, hydras dire? 
Incredible and monstrous things — a train 
Of superstitious shades 1 for which their sire, 
For his vain boast, was fix'd upon a wheel of fire. 
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LXXVIII, 

There to groan in everlasting agony ! 
Sure self-defeat for all who seek and breed 
Deform'd and &tal tendencies, to be 
A snare for others; to deceive and spread 
Their dark and lurid counsel, till they tread 
The highest and the holiest things into 
The dust ! Or turn the world into a red 
And fiery field of carnage — and imbrue 
In blood and ruin indiscriminate the false and true. 

LXXIX. 

Mournful is 't to know how little we may 
Here each other help, and less each other save. 
The germinating seed must find its way 
Up through the heavy soil, as through a grave, 
Corrupt and vile, before its stem can wave, 
Rejoicing in the all-surrounding light. 
And drink its living beams, and wash and lave 
Its tender buds in softest garniture. Bright, 
Then, and beautiful, it shoots aloft with might. 



Like as the seed, when buried in the earth. 
Within the person rests a germ of life, 
Transcending mortal ken ! which hath its birth 
And growth in gradual increasing strife 
Of thought, word, act. Like seeketh ever like; 
The spirit seeks its own transcendent sphere 
Of pure activity — the movement meek 
Of calm and tranquil Truth, to see and hear, 
And be in all its attributes serene and clear. — 
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Soul must for ever strive, in truth to be! 
To know, and knowing, understand thyself. 
Is first and indisputable degree 
Of moral intuition. Self-improvement, health. 
And strength of mind, then first begin, and wealth. 
And force of thouglit, accumulates within. 
And child-like faith and inward trust is built 
On patient expectation ! Time will bring 
Th' extravagant and erring thoughts to Truth's pure spring. 

liXXXII. 

Not in a day the oak grows up to full 
Maturity] but first the feeble stem, 
And then the bud, and then the leaf — ^in rule 
Progressive, branch, flower, fruit, and seed, in time 
Appear! Stage after stage of differing 
Perfection, yet conjoin'd, harmonious. 
Are all its parts, seen or unseen ! So is 't with mine 
In its development, its growth, and progress, 
From eminence to eminence, in truthfulness 

liXXXIII. 

The inward world expands ! nor can we know 
Or understand aright, distress'd and marr'd 
With sin. Forbear, till reason, judgment, grow 
To full maturity, to disregard. 
Nor scorn in impotent and futile word, 
The mighty truths ye cannot comprehend 1 
Laws that are writ in God's eternal Word 
And will, reveal'd through man 1 For to this end 
Ye may believe. A ladder is let down — ascend ! 



158 THE WAKDEBSR. 

LXIXIV. 

But in humility, faith, hope, and love. 
These the virtues which shall approbation win, 
And choice reward, on earth, in heaven above ! 
God*s kingdom in the heart reveal, and sin 
Abolish ! and the hoarse sepulchral din 
Of spectral doubt, and sophistry, and cant 
Flee f&r away ! and golden day begin 
To break within the watchman's lonely tent, 
Where radiant guests shall sing of rule hierophant. 

LXXXV. 

As Herder, Fichte, Schelling, Hegel, did. 
In chorus with that constellation bright 
Of German minds, which silent spread 
A broad illuminating stream of light. 
Which separated sentient wrong and right, 
With steady powerful ray; and clear'd the road 
Of life from dust and ashes, through the flight 
Of never-ending growth ! For in them glow'd 
Heaven's noblest gift, which they upon their works be- 
stow'd. 

LXXXVI. 

Theirs were minds, large, luminous, and pure — 
Of soul-pervading excellence: which knew 
True being's perfect harmony with sure 
And lofty intuition: which upgrew 
In pyramidal thought, and overthrew 
An empire of illusion, counterfeit 
And fatal to mind's freedom, and its true 
And righteous elevation. From deceit. 
Redeeming thought, they pointed to Truth's sacred seat. 
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Choose ye your destiny. Examples these 
Of mighty scope. Nor in their works can we 
Behold their full proportion. But to seize, 
Appropriate, and reproduce their free 
And independent life, and inly be 
In moral discipline and skill as they. 
Invariable in watchful energy, 
And vigilant and active night and day, 
To add, enlarge, reveal, and over Self hold sway. 

LXXXVIII. 

Divinest moment, when the struggling soul 
Asunder bursts the bonds of sensuous clay, 
Astonish'd sees the never-ending goal 
Of far perfection's infinite assay — 
The energies of purer life in play ! 
Time is no more ! Eternity as Now 
Melts Fast and Future in its changeless ray ! 
Immutable within mutation's law. 
The spirit views the deep in wonder, love, and awe, 

LXXXIX. 

And calm and prescient transport, which pre-dates 
The measureless and far career of sure 
Intelligence ! Joy abundant, which awaits, 
Stage after stage, its onward march, in pure 
And noble enterprise! Bold and secure 
Its high, far-sweeping course — ^its glorious aim ! 
To win realities which shall endure — 
Which, with the sons of truth, hold foremost claim — 
The soul-conspiring elements which heavenward flame. 
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XC. 

To waste one's life in knavish avarice^ 
Lasciviousness, and low enjo3rment8, 
De&cing those God-given faculties 
And high prerogatives— ornaments 
Of majesty divine — lineaments 
Of dignity and grace, form'd to survey 
The universe ! — ^to waste and lose the Rudiments 
Of God-hood in us, and brute-like prey 
On animal delights, till darkness hides the day, 

xci. 
Is a strange mismanagement of being — 
Mysterious, and in comparison 
Is nigh incredible to wondering 
Eeason ! — were it not the deep conviction 
Of its truth is felt, in keen affliction, 
Widespread desolation, and unresting 
War and crime. Strange, strange, that meek Religion, 
Angel-like, should vainly stand imploring, 
While reptiles easy entrance find, and hold dominion 

XCII. 

In the human breast ! To be, know, think — 
Yet perish thus, and rot in turpitude, 
'Mid dull and earthy interests, and limp, 
In toad-like effort, life away, delude 
And dead, incapable of aught that's good^ 
Disinterested, brave ! When we might soar 
And revel in the spirit-realm of proud 
And bold anticipation, and explore 
The mind's immortal wealth, and worship and adore 
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The Wisdom infinite and Love divine 
Which giveth man such excellence — ^which he, 
The slave of lust, ne'er seeks nor knows ! Ah, shine, 
And raise our souls, Eternal God, to see 
And understand thy love 1 Write thy decree 
Upon our hearts ! thy government within 
Our frame 1 that all may love and worship Thee, 
Ohey and honour thy behest; in fear of sin. 
Serve Thee, and Thee alone, as thy beloved One 

xoiv. 
Who, when on earth, sat on an humble ass. 
While gath'ring multitudes around Him throng. 
Along Jerusalem's way thus He did pass. 
While they with garments strew'd the way along; 
Hosanna to the Highest ! pealing rang. 
Till from the distant deep was heard again 
The gladd'ning echoes of the swelling song. 
Vain was the Pharisee's request — how vain ! 
The palms would speak, the silent stones lift up the strain. 

xov. 
He loved the lilies and all gracious things; 
The beautiful in Nature was his own; 
And as the hen her chickens 'neath her wings. 
So round thee, O Jerusalem, He would have thrown 
His heart divine, hadst thou thy peace but known. 
Thus o'er the city, sorrowing. He hung; 
In golden light its soaring temple shone; 
And He did weep, as Israel, when among 
The streams of Babylon, their harps in silence hung. 
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XCVI. 

Ye kiird the Prophets, and the wise ye slew, 
And scourged, and crucified, and wildly stoned: 
The righteous smote, who unto thee were true. 
Thee, hath the Mighty One, and thine disown' d, 
And verily thou art indeed uncrown'd. 
Thy peace is vail'd, departed from thine eyes, 
And thou thy desolation hast foredoom'd. 
Thine enemies around thee swift shall rise; 
Thy sun shall hide ! Affliction terrible shall thee surprise. 

XCVII. 

On toward the gate calFd Beautiful they went, 
The mighty multitude, o'er mount and field; 
The way with palm-leaves and with robes besprent, 
And far and wide the loud Hosannas peal'd, 
Until the city shook, the Temple reel'd, 
With pealing praise I Hosanna to the Highest ! 
Still they cried, and onward to the Temple wheel'd; 
And deep, and deeper still, resounding praise increased. 
Bound where the dove-retailer sold, and lynx-eyed Mam- 
monist. 

XOVIII. 

Then groan'd the Righteous One indignant wrath, 
And smote them right and left with cutting cords. 
For ever mammonism blocks the path 
Of heav'nward tendency, and smites its words 
With barrenness and death, its earthy hoards 
In secret worshipping ! Begone, ye vile ! 
With one fell swoop were overthrown their boards; 
No longer here your merchandise up-pile ! 
No more, ye juggling thieves, my Father's House defile ! 
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Art's temples here at least are unprofaned, 
Pinacotek and Glytotek superb. 
Bavaria hath an eminence attained, 
Which mightier empires will not soon disturb, 
Nor mammon nations easily afford 
Their brazen scrip for such-like wares to change. 
Theirs be the mental poverty which must accord ! 
Theirs these propensities Art to estrange ! 
They surely on themselves Wreak tragical revenge. 

c. 
Here Bubens shows, with true Shaksperian power, 
His art ! vast dramas, with an action wide, complex, 
And curious. There sin and hatred lour 
In hideous night, and there in bright reflex 
Triumphant spirits shine — or either sex 
Ascending or o'erthrown ! War and divorce, 
And ill on ill, here seize, and rend, and vex 
The surging multitudes, who reckless force 
Each other down destruction's dark and stormy course. 

CI. 

In hellish masses, tragical, are cramm'd 
Fiends, murderers, and Calibans — ^the dire, 
Debauch'd, and hideous regions of the damn'd ! 
Their poison'd eyeballs vomit flames of fire, 
And tigers, panthers, reptiles, here aspire 
To fellowship with man. 'Tis even so: 
As ye have sown, so shall ye reap, and ire 
Increasing rage around, within, and slow 
And settled torment gather round ye as ye go, 
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CII. 

Down, down the steeps of sin, a livid deep 
Unfathomable ! But they who nobly 
Seek shall they not findl shall they not reap 
Reward ineffable, who climb in free 
Unflinching effort, and undauntedly. 
The glimmering domes of God's translucent 
Throne — the battlements of flashing mighty 
Thought^dim, vast, illumined towers of mind, 
And 'mid the blending beams immortal kindred And? 

cm. 
Yet, let us further glance at German Art — 
For Art is rooted here, in light and wisdom, 
And resplendent shines in every part 
And place. Ye who love joy, here may ye come, 
And find it sure, if yet Hope's precious boon 
Within thy breast remain — from anguish free. 
E'en sorrow here may brighten into bloom 
And fruit divine, and reconciling see 
Within itself a deep and joyous minstrelsy, 

CIV. 

Which Love, and Truth, and Beauty, never fails 
To realise, when they reveal the power 
Which inexhaustible in Art prevails. 
These bright and beautiful creations were 
An age ago unborn, shut in the bare 
And leafless stem of Mind. But now the sun 
Creative shines, the time and means to bear 
All things coincident, the threads all spun, 
The living web of Art appears — ^Renown is won. 
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CV. 

Pictorial treasures here, from every 

School and every age, and all degrees 

Of excellence — ^from crudest tracery, 

To ripe decline of mellow loveliness: 

The stream of Art, in thought, in skilfulness. 

Shines deepening on. Just as the feeble stream 

First oozes o'er the rock expressionless, 

So skill in art at first is but a gleam 
Prophetic of the mirror pure where sky and soul shall 
beam! 

ovi. 

Mythic and poetic worlds I their unity ! 

Iliad and Lied ! Regeneration 

Through soul-stirring Christianity 

Of Art — its spirit and its vision — 

Deep, wide, high, and pure, triumphant region 

Of transfigured life I of hope and joy — 

Beautiful and bright — ^the new creation 

Of the old! What can the poet's realm destroy? 
The recreative breath within the tale of Troy, 

evil. 
Wing'd with German skill and genius, anew 
Appears, in inexhaustible array! 
Free, vast, abundant, were the minds which drew 
This rich abridgment of their wealth, so gay. 
So noble, chaste, and elegant — the play 
Of head and hand — in forms and phantasies — 
In living, bold, and vigorous display 
Of power, invention, thought I occult images 
And glowing forms, adorning ceilings, walls, and friezes ! 
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CVIII. 

Still, silent, and serene! words do not shroud 
Their busy purposes ! The moving scene 
Is motionless 1 its beauty hath no cloud 
Of aught that can degrade the high esteem 
Of Art transcendent which doth aye redeem, 
And vigorous present — its forms sustain 
In superhuman grace, and power supreme 
Through all its manifold degrees maintain — 
Link each to each in harmony's essential chain. — 

cix. 
Playful, wild extravagance of fancy — 
Bacchanalian, Eleusinian ! 
Combinations from the far periphery 
Of Erebus, and Earth, and Heaven divine — 
And symbols, old and new, which intertwine, 
Amphibious, the warriug tendencies 
Of human life and strife — of high design ! 
And over all, the mighty Intellect displays. 
In Christian light and law supreme, its glorious rays. 

ex. 
Cornelius, Schnorr, Swanthaler, Klenze — 
They and their scholars here have earn'd a name, 
And temples archi-musical display 
Within their shining halls their work, and claim 
To rank among the noblest sons of fame 
And genius, in Art conspicuous ! 
They, and Bavaria's poet-king. 
Have raised and wrought enchanted palaces — 
Monuments of genius to kindle other ages. 
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Most in high Christian Art is Germany's 
Qreat spirit manifest — ^the noblest sphere 
Of human intercourse, of faculties 
Soul-searching and sublime ! Beligion here 
Works miracles, and holy beauty, clear 
And heavenly, assumes divinity 
Of form, ecstatic and serene — the sphere 
Of adoration and eternity, 
Of hope and joy, and bliss and immortality ! 

CXII. 

Ye too are so, ye Anthems glorious, 
Awak'ning in the heart sublime commune, 
Ye wing the soul! shake with emotions, rapturous 
And wild, the mortal frame, or sweet attune 
To blessed calm the stormy breast! touching. 
With a crowning and immortal skill, the empire 
Of the heart ! straining, sounding every string 
On being's deep mysterious lyre ! 
Sweeping wildly o'er its chords, a living flash of fire! 

OXIII. 

Vain replications of vain worshippers — 
Superb monotonies ! oh what are ye. 
And all your lewd and loud interpreters? 
Chaff driven by the wind — foam on the sea — 
Life-answering echoes of blind mummery — 
Sands of the desert, powerless to cohere, 
Doom'd by the unresting tempests, as they flee. 
Through dissipation's chaos to career — 
Vain mirage of that region high where all is clear ! 
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CXIV. 

On Bome's dark Maelstrom Art dhines like the play 
Of sunshine on the sea^ with splendour wide — 
The reflex of the souFs immortal day I 
Confound not thou the tyrant with his lovely bride. 
Admire the Beautiful — evade the tide 
Whose dark revolvings touch the depths of hell I 
With Beauty, Goodness, Truth, alone abide, 
And seek the habitations where in peaee they dwell: 
And may they, gentle one, be ours for aye. — Farewell! 



THE ASPIKANT. 
A FRAGMENT. 



I. 
How great the potency within a seed i 
With careful hand we cast the nobler kind 
Into the ground, and leave it there to feed 
And help itself* Thus buried and confined, 
It soon begins its nature to unbind. 
And stir within earth's pregnant womb. 
To pierce and grasp the element around: 
Up through the heavy mass it maketh room, 
And resurrection^ike ariseth from its tomb. 

II. 
Consider ye the lilies how they grow ! 
They toil not, neither do they vainly spin; 
But from the fountain of all beauty flow. 
Obedient to Beason's law. Akin 
To purity and truth, they try to win 
The wandering gaze, the unperverted heart, 
And chastely strive to cleanse the eye of sin: 
And thus affirm they are a living part 
Of Nature's silent glory — Truth's transforming art. 
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III. 

Within the human form resides a germ 
Of life and energy beyond compare; 
Which never ceaseth loudly to affirm. 
Confined uneasily, its presence there. 
Creating anguish, misery, and despair. 
When it is hinder 'd in its free intent: 
Creating life and joy, rich, bright, and fair, 
And burning hope, and measureless content, 
When freely, surely, realising its ascent. 

IV. 

The aspiring soul would climb for ever through 
The cloudless noon of pure and endless day. 
The Beautiful, the Gk)od, the Great, the True, 
Through these 'twould wing its never-ending way: 
These only can its raging thirst allay. 
Its mighty force and energy unfold, 
Its vast capacities direct and sway. 
Its earnest gaze for ever fix and hold, 
Its inmost being, thought, and nature grasp and mould. 

V. 

I knew a child — a seed from Eden's tree. 
Cast by great Nature's tide, as if in jest. 
Ashore — a precious gem from life's deep seai 
Unfurnish'd, his fond ministrants had dress'd 
The naked jewel in an outward vest 
Of coarse material. Great was their joy. 
Many mothers loved, and fed him from their breast, 
While she who loved him most could not employ 
Her feeble hands. Thus up he grew — a dark-eyed boy ! 



THE ASPIRANT. 171 

VI. 

One night — Midsummer night — 'tis as a dream — 
Motionless, oppressed with beauty, glow'd the glen 
Where stood his home. 'Twas Paradise to him; 
And at the open window now he, pro and con, 
As oft a child will do with others when 
Thej are alone, spake with his sister, and new 
And newer question still did urge and run 
Each other on: the last remained — And who 
Made God? A moment pausing, she replied, He grew! 

VII. 

Like dew upon the young and tender plant, 
Upon his heart the thought congenial fell. 
And then began to stir, to move, to pant, 
The feeling infinite of life's deep well. 
The musing instinct in its mortal cell, 
Which looketh up through space, afar through time, 
For some sweet paradise where it may dwell. 
Some happy isle, some ever- verdant clime, 
Where love, and purity, and peace repose sublime. 

VIII. 

Imprisoned in the forms and modes of sense, 
Enkindled once it slumbereth no more, 
But through the vapours of its prison dense. 
The wall'd immensity it would explore. 
And wondering hears the elemental roar 
Of winds, and waves, and bodeful whisp'ring leaves. 
Unconsciously in awe it doth adore, 
And some great being outwardly conceives; 
Then in its own fantastic imagery firm believes. 



172 THE ASPIBANT. 

IX. 

How great the need of an exalted love, 
This instinct innocent to guard and lead; 
Unto its fount invisible above, 
As some fond mother would her helpless babe, 
Before the carnal nature's towering pride 
Its manifold and urgent monsters grow, 
And in their selfish ruthlessness preside; 
Extinguishing the purer life's sweet glow. 
Self-honour and deceit begin their work below. — 

X. 

Natural root of all idolatry 1 
Chaotic ground of fetish deities** 
Of fear, of bondage, of dubiety. 
Of raging fiends, and dark obscenities. 
The enemies of light — supremacies 
Of hell and earth, in opposition dire. 
And all their terrible dependencies 
Of angry torment — martyr-blazing fire — 
Or paradise of sense fulfilling all desire. 

XI. 

A tangled wilderness of strange beliefs 
Tenacious holds dominion in the world. 
From these foul fountains rise new woes and griefs. 
In this wild vortex we are toss'd and whirl'd; 
Into its blackest depths our souls are hurl'd. 
What 's Dante's hell, to this pale howling den? 
Where Life in Sin's funereal chant is fiirl'd, 
And Cant and wither'd Melancholy reign. 
And every soul is bound in Death's sepulchral chain ! 



THE ASPIBANT. 173 

XII. 

Thus circumscribed by wilderness and waste, 
A garden choked with weeds, is world's domain, 
x\nd in the child a soul immortal placed, 
Its own transcendent region to attain, 
Its high allegiance therein to regain. 
Though hell and earth the heavenly passage bar, 
War with all enemies it shall maintain; 
The blessed life is gleaming from afar; 
The heaven-ascending towers, the all-creative star. 

XIII. 

He grew ! God in humanity appears; 
And by and through this act, and this alone, 
Humanity for ever lives and steers, 
Whose head is Christ, in whom the Eternal shone 
And shines, and thus divine dominion is his own, 
Who grew in wisdom, full of grace and truth; 
And his great kingdom lives and grows as one 
In unity. Endow'd with everlasting youth. 
This Tree of Life shall flourish in perennial growth. 

XIV. 

Seen from creation's side, such is the law 
And form of life I A growth is all which we 
Perceive. God is unseen — none ever saw 
His form or shape 1 Unchangeable is He; 
And all which was, or is, or yet may be. 
Is His expression large and plain — His word! 
Which unto us appears infinity 
Of form, activity, and growth. Accord 
Of life, light, thought, and act, is in creation's Lord ! 
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The homy waste upon the hand or foot 
Knows not the natural fount from which 'tis fed. 
Organic Nature knoweth not the root 
From which its instincts flow, and from its Head 
Harmonious receives its laws outspread 
In universal form. The Seed of Man 
Alone in devious path may freely tread, 
Self-sever'd from the ever-gushing vine. 
And with eternal life or death his thought entwine. 

XVI. 

Regard this cistern, placed beneath a well: 
Tis full of bones, and flesh, and putrid sin. 
The water hath no room therein to dwell. 
Thou canst not quell the fountain's bubbling din. 
Cast forth the filth which is the sink within. 
This thou canst surely do — hast thou not hands 1 
The water then shall fill and wash it clean. 
There flows the water — there the cistern stands: 
Thy Master waits — thy sovereign King and Lord com- 
mands ! 

XVII. 

Curious ! where human wisdom would in vain essay, 
A simple girl, prattling with her little brother, 
An artless, untaught wisdom should display, 
And from her mouth a pregnant word discover, 
And satisfy the inquisition of another 
Like herself! This problem undefined. 
Oft musing in his bed, he would consider; 
Reflection, with the instinct's force combined. 
Would strive abortively within his infant mind. 
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XVIII. • 

A measureless abyss of nothingness ! 
A wide and boundless night! his being seem'd 
All desolate and silent — fathomless ! 
And down this deep his fancy would descend, 
And in its darkness try to comprehend 
How out of nothing form and substance rise, 
And with his thought the human shape would blend. 
Vast outlines seem'd to move before his eyes, 
And upward stretching grow and fill the starry skies. 

XIX. 

All hushed and still ! what was this active thing, 
Unconscious of itself, which moved and ran? 
Impalpable, like lightning gliding 
Up and down, of dubious and unearthly ken; 
Like some familiar demon in its den, 
Or spirit brooding over eldest night; 
Investing its young sepulchre of bone 
And flesh, with presentations vast, and dim affright ! 
Filling with such apparitions phantasy's conceptual sight. 

XX. 

Behold the power through which thou hast a self; 
Through which our self-identity we find ! 
Invisible as is the potter to his delf, 
To thee, which liveth its own forms behind: 
Thy body is its vesture ! brain and mind 
Its wondrous watch-towers! sense its temple's bound 1 
Thy memory the hall in which its forms are shrined ! 
Immensity is ever it around; 
Where'er it is, a creature is — a form is found. 
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• XXI. 

It is not these, they are not it; signs are 
There of its power — existing everywhere, 
Unconsciously or consciously, near and a&r! 
What matters it, the flower is unaware 
That it is form'dl A little while its place is bare— - 
It formeth and it filleth every soul; 
And what we call degree, and can compare, 
In it is one sustained, continuous whole. 
The changeable for ever circles round this unseen pole. 

XXII. 

Unto the earthy eye all is impure; 
The spirit glance all glorious and divine. 
The flesh hath all the instincts of the boor. 
And to its base affections will incline. 
Cast not thy holier thought before a swine, 
Lest he should desecrate with his foul tongue. 
Strive thou thyself in its pure light to shine. 
And manifest its beauty men among. 
Cast thou its heavenly radiance freely round the young. 

XXIII. 

The Former of the eye, shall He not see? 
The Framer of the ear, shall He not hear? 
Thou canst not from his hidden presence flee ! 
Before, thou art beset, and in the rear ! 
Why is it that thou tremblest in thy fear, 
Or boundest in thy hope? Thou canst not tell. 
For in an instant they too disappear. 
Thy thought ascends to heaven — descends to hell ! 
How manifold the forms of love and life which in us dweU. 
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XXIV. 

Redeeming Love ! root of this wondrous frame ! 
How can blind Self thy miracle perceive? 
How mark the secret of thy breathing name, 
Thy guiding hand? Self must like self conceive ! 
Full surely thou salvation shalt achieve ! 
Men may forget, as men have done of old, 
And in their own delusion strong believe; 
Yet thou in pity shall their misery behold, 
And guide at last thy weary ones into thy fold. 

XXV. 

It was his custom in his bed to lie, 
Delighted thus night's watches to beguile. 
Or in the pitchy dark, with open eye, 
Behold an endless progeny defile 
Of flaming shapes, which wore a changeless smile — 
Small, luminous, and sweetly gracious things. 
Ineffable they seem'd to his young soul. 
As round and round they sail'd in circling rings, 
Awakening in his breast deep sympathetic springs ! 

XXVI. 

The mystic gleams of coming cloud and fire — 
The first light fancies from life's opening rind, 
Roird softly through his thought as through a lyre, 
The young attention's eye to fix and bind — 
Awake afar reflection in his mind. 
The feeling faint of wonder, love, and awe. 
Reverberating, roU'd his heart around. 
And gently touch'd its frame with swelling throe, 
As when an earthquake's footstep passeth, dread and low! 



178 THE ASPIRANT. 

XXVII. 

Free motions these of innate energies 
At work far underground: deep-seated laws 
And principles of life — capacities 
Which shall in time, sure as effect from cause, 
Bud and appear, and strive to win applause. 
At play, at school, in mischievous affray, 
Each passion and affection shall espouse 
Its own delight, and energise in its own way: 
In this emerging host, each shall in turn its power display. 

XXVIII. 

The very aroma of heaven is floating there, 
Mix'd with the fumes of earth — ^the smoke of hell ! 
What is a living soul? Creative power! 
The breath of God within its carnal shell ! 
How exquisite and wonderful in skill 
The power which imaged forth sun -like Apollo ! 
Radiant of reason, energy, and will, — 
Head, heart, and limbl The Flesh is false and hollow ! 
Then why it life embrace — its objects seek and follow? 

XXIX. 

Thus Adam from God's perfect image fell ! 
He turned his stainless eye from heaven to earth, 
And thus no longer saw the living well 
From which his soul had its all-glorious birth ! 
Thus fell from reason, dignity, and worth ! 
And thorns and thistles rose, and startling fear, 
The stinging wretchedness of life in dearth — 
Usurping lust and sense fill eye and «ar: ^j^ 

Thus prodigal Humanity began its dark career! 
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XXX. 

In this extremity of boundless ill, 
What could incorruptible Reason do, 
But leave the prodigal to his self-will, 
Until his wretchedness he learn'd to view ! 
When in his wrath the righteous one he slew, 
Unreason's mark was placed upon his brow: 
The vagabond and fugitive anew 
Was sent in barrenness to sow and plough. 
What from Unreason can come forth but darkness, then 
or now? 

XXXI. 

Essential goodness here distinctly shines. 
*Tis sure irrational to smite the blind. 
Much more the darkness which a Cain combines. 
A glimpse there is of something not unkind. 
Of heartfelt sorrow, in his prostrate mind. 
May'st thou, my friend, ne'er feel guilt's heayy hand, 
Nor need the mercy of mere biped-kind. 
Itself defiled, unstable as the sand: 
Where is the man who hath not broken Sinai's strict com- 
mand 1 

XXXII. 

Forth from the recess of the living tree, 
Now guarded by the ever-flaming sword, 
A fiat went — 'tween false and true should be 
A wall of quenchless enmity uprear'd. 
The Head irrational in type appear'd 
In conflict with eternal Reason's Heel- 
Self- will and Law in mutual struggle steer'd; 
Between them ever flew the flaming steel. 
Redeeming Love alone this conflict can annul. 
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XXXIII. 

In this relation, Evil only throve, 
And Error wrought a dark adulterous change; 
Though mightily Truth's guiding spirit strove, 
Its light, to Sin, was darkness deep and strange; 
Man only could himself the more derange* 
The torrent of corruption downward ran — 
How far beneath great Nature Flesh can plunge ! — 
Her stable laws, careering, whelm'd him in, 
And on the deep there moved alone one righteous man, 

xxxrv. 
A monument of everlasting truth ! 
He had an ear to what the Spirit spake. 
And built himself an Ark, in his great faith; 
His arm was strong — ^his reason was awake; 
Earth's dark delights could not his purpose shake; 
The restoration of the right he saw; 
And for this end he could the world forsake; 
From everlasting sources he could draw, 
And in his faith he knew eternal Eeason's law. 

XXXY. 

Thus Noah fearlessly forsook the old, 
And rose triumphant on Hope's swelling wave, 
The world beneath all lifeless, dead, and cold: 
He was upborne afar above its grave. 
From its vast wreck he nothing sought to save, 
But cast his anchor on the cloud-spread deep. 
The elements were. wild, but he was brave: 
Though hell should gape, his Purpose he must keep. 
The ancient world had pass'd to slumber and to sleep. 
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XXXYI. 

As when the seer, upon the wings of thought, 
Ascends above the transient things of Time, 
In intuition sees the land he sought, 
The new creation in its heaven-born prime, 
Where all is pure, eternal, and sublime; 
And heareth things surpassing human ken, 
The bright immortals in their gloiy chime — 
Then slowly sinks into himself again — 
Awakes and finds himself among the haunts of men : 

XXXVII. 

So rose the Ark o'er city, tree, and hill, 
Amidst the sweeping elements on high; 
Until they sank to silence deep and still. 
Such as succeeds the moment when men die, 
When to their home immortal spirits fly; 
So moved the Ark, in solitude sublime. 
The outspread ocean and the star-spread sky, 
Between, until it settled on the mountain's brim, 
And once more rested on the valley's tow'ring rim. 

XXXVIII. 

Thus Noah lean'd on Qod, and overcame 
The insurrection of the raging deep. 
Which lash'd the summits of earth's giant frame, 
Until no living thing its place could keep, 
And to the lone stars the wild waves did leap. 
Earth, air, and sea, in reeling conflict roU'd, 
As storm and darkness round them howl and sweep; 
Bock'd on the roaring ocean, uncontroU'd, 
Calm as a sleeping child, the man of God behold. 



182 THE ASPIRANT. 

XXXIX. 

He, in his deep experience, did learn 
The secret of all error, and its end ! 
As thou dost love and live, so shalt thou earn ! 
The laws thou dost infringe they shall thee rend ! 
Self-love must ever with the soul contend, 
And arm the will to work destructive doom, 
A deep and deeper horror round thee send. 
Until thy heart is dark as earth's deep womb — 
Thy soul a flaming scorpion to its corrupt tomb. 

XL. 

So Noah, when anew he touch'd the soil. 
Went forth to solemnise a glorious rite, 
In memory of the true anointing oil — 
The hidden Way which leadeth to the light. 
Which op'neth more and more the inward sight — 
Annihilating self and its dark way, 
Bestoring to the soul its primal might ! 
He rear'd an altar to the Lord of Day; 
The burning sacrifice would his deep prayer display. 

XLI. 

Then moved the Spirit of all love and truth, 
And pour'd a flood of pleasure all around; 
Since man is only evil from his youth. 
No more shall strength forsake the fertile ground; 
My voice shall through the seasons roll and sound; 
Abundantly they shall bring com and wine; 
For thee and thine creation shall abound; 
And as the dark cloud doth my bow define. 
So shall my beauty rest on thee — ^my peace so shine. 
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XLII. 

With these large blessings, branch and seed increased, 
Kenew'd humanity unburdened ran; 
In its young strength, it left the rosy East, 
And found in Shinar's land a pleasant plain. 
Nought could their jocund energy restrain; 
All things were possible to its young eyes; 
Here in its mirth and gladness it would reign — 
Its heart's desire it now would realise, 
And with one mighty structure pierce the distant skies. 

XLIIL 

The mystic work of Babel now began — 

The resolution of man's foolish mind: 

A deeper Wisdom look'd upon the plan, 

And saw imagination dark and blind. 

There was no knowledge in its rotting rind; 

Its aspiration was an empty dream; 

Its words the whistling of a hollow wind, 

The Spirit's breath dissolved the daring scheme: 

Mankind were scatter'd by a hidden Will supreme. 



THE RECLUSE OF THE ALPS:* 

OB, 

THE SPIRIT OF LIBEETY. 

Awake, awake, ye yanish*d feelings ! 

Pensive moments, come again ! 
Arise, the tumult of the ages. 

Crowd the verse, and fill the strain. 

Young I was, and happj-hearted, 

When a boy I ran at play, 
Roving o'er the breast of Nature 

All the long and sunny day. 

Oh, how glorious was thy vesture 
To my young and wond*ring eye! 

Flowery dells and flowing fountains. 
Evening streaming o'er the sky. 

When the blackbird crown'd the woodland, 
Tipp'd upon the topmost tree, 

Fiird the vast surrounding concave 
With its music wild and free. 

Then T yearn'd, with strange emotion — 

O my Mother ! — as it shone. 
Wending homeward through the valley. 

Such a splendour round our home ! 

♦ Written in 1862. 
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There I see it, almost hidden 

'Mid the sloping trees around; 
Door and window, wall and roofing. 

Firmly planted on the ground. 

And within it souls are breathing 

Love, and joy, and hope, I ween. 
No I these mystic stars above us 

Are not so divine, I deem 1 

What are riches? what ambition? 

What are all the dreams of men ? 
Love alone is life transcendent, 

Filling up the deeps within. 

Love is silent — oh how silent ! 

Love is like a guilty thing, 
Hiding in its burning bosom 

Wealth which makes the slave a king. 

Thus I saw a lovely maiden, 

Lightly tripping o'er the plain. 
Full of beauty, richly laden; 

Tones of sadness fiU'd her strain: 

" Would I were a noble lily. 

Booted in a lowly vale. 
With its crown of snowy petals. 

And its look above assail; 

" With its bosom, white and spotless, 

Resting on its artless stem — 
Pure expression of a music 

Swelling in the seraph's hymn. 
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" Unadorn'd, it idly pointeth, 

like the shadow, to the sun — 
Image of a purer beauty, 

Sudden seen, and sudden gone. 

" Life is merry — very merry! 

All is anguish here alone. 
I must sorrow till he cometh: 

Would the weary night were done ! ** 

As she sang, a shaft, contagious. 
Struck the warbler from the spray. 

Down she fell, a clay-cold ruin. 
And her spirit pass'd away. 

Yet her presence lives within m^— 
Smiling, glides among my dreams. 

Oh no ! not dead, but only hidden 
Where the Mom eternal beams ! 

Then a wild commotion shook me. 

Like a strong autumnal wind; 
Thoughts, like leaves, were wheel'd within me, 

And the distant future gleam'd. 

Then I saw that high Endeavour 

Is the god-like task of Man; 
And a hope, which ne'er shall wither. 

Braced the future in its span. 

Then I said, I will be tranquil, 
'Mid the storm and strife of time; 

Come what may, I will not falter, 
Bravely marching to its chime. 
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No, I will not basely pander, 

With its low and worthless ways, 
Nor mistake its tinsel grandeur. 

For a length of valiant days. 

Fiery is the outward conflict — 

Fiercer still the strife within; 
But to conquer is the guerdon — 

Crush and close a life of sin. 

Then I view'd the world around me — 

View'd it to its utmost bound — 
Saw the Past, and all its grandeur, 

In its ruins strew'd around. 

Then I bent, in tears and silence, 

O'er its dimly scriptured tomb, 
Till the Spirit of the Ages 

Eose in glory from the gloom. 

Oh, how nobly moves the hero 

'Mid the ranks of slavish wrath! 
Still a wonder, still a secret, 

Is his high and hidden path. 

For a mighty Purpose sways him 

To advance; a power divine, 
Striving, urging, cries within him, 

Stamp thy genius on thy time. 

Thus he plants his fiery footstep 

On the evils of his age, 
Crushing baseness, planting goodness — 

War with darkness still to wage. 
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Many fear him — all admire him; 

Ancient fiftbrics topple down; 
War and work, immense confusion; 

Earth is reap'd, and ploughed, and sown. 

Tares are blazing, rats are tramping, 
Locusts swarming, all around; 

All the social walls are quaking; 
Fire is raging underground. 

Apes are mocking, systems rocking. 
Nature with'ring on the plain, 

Highwa3rs shaping for the corpses. 
And a mighty dearth of grain. 

Listen, listen, to the squeaking 
'Tween the plaster and the walls ! 

Hark, the windy science whistling 
Up and down the empty halls ! 

See the surpliced phantoms walking. 
Nodding, cringing, begging alms ! 

How the wormy creature working, 
All its length, in silk embalms ! 

How it twitcheth — ^how it reareth; 

Strikes its head against the sky ! 
What a wonder, in its progress, 

Is the little gilded fly! 

Out they come, the busy millions. 

Rising, falling, hum away. 
How they work, and wed, and gather, 

Little creatures of a day 1 



THl BBCLT78B OF THE ALPS. 189 

Buzzards darken all the ocean — 

How they scent the golden clime! 
Pigs pathetic, wildly strolling — 

How they swear, and grunt, and whine ! 

Such is life! when will it alter? 

In its nature, still the same: 
There are many neyer falter, 

Seize the ace, and win the game. 

Evermore is open conflict. 

Impulse mighty widely spread. 
Life unresting, time investing, 

There's no region of the dead. 

From the mouth a sentence passeth, 

Seemeth but a simple word. 
Like the lightning, on it flasheth. 

Soon' the thunder-peals are heard. 

Crowds are murm'ring, nations stirring, 

Thrones are crashing all around; 
Still the awful sentence whirring. 

Shakes creation's utmost bound. 

O my brother, spirit liveth, 

Time is but its fragile glass, 
Th' impulse which its wave receiveth. 

From Thought's mighty arm must pass. 

Hearts there must be, true and noble, 

Noble natures many a one. 
Tranquil spirits, strong and gentle, 

Shining like a summer sun. 
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Thej are here, or there, or yonder, 
Matters not their plaee or name; 

They may be broad seas asunder, 
Far aboTe the reach of hme. 

Yet I feel their radiant presence, 
And I see their footstep fine. 

Like a rich and fragrant essence. 
Movement of a work divine. 

Down among the wretched outcasts, 
In the draped and gemm'd saloon, 

Rainbows on the shifting darkness, 
Sorrow shading queenly noon. 

So to know, and feel, and cherish, 
Sounds it like a subtle dream; 

Let the shadow eat and perish; 
Let the deathless spirit beam. 

Never tender, ne'er surrender. 
To a faint and fearful heart; 

Courteous, free, and bold defender, 
Speak the truth, where'er thou art. 

Never basely cringe to custom: 
Terror is the coward's guest. 

Fearless act, thy highest wisdom; 
Fashion is the fool's behest. 

And be thou to craft a stranger ! 

Better thou hadst ne'er been born, 
Than that thou thy soul should trample 

In the dust, a thing of Bcom! 
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Never stoop to knavish counsel — 

Ol^lish groping in the night. 
Eagles seek the morning splendour, 

Soaring through the realms of light. 

Deep affections, social feelings, 

Wide communion with mankind! 
Nourish all thy human instincts: 

Crush the vicious, lead the blind. 

Thus, approaching Freedom's portal, 
Firmly thou shalt tread the ground; 

Soul erect, and heart undaunted. 
Thou shalt reach creation's bound. 

Then amazement shall overtake thee: 

Thou shalt see a wonder bright ! 
Pathways opening on before thee. 

And a wind of trembling light ! 

Then a thrilling Thought shall seise thee, 

Like a strong and mighty hand; 
And uphold, and instant show thee. 

All the rich and fertile land. 

And a Purpose shall inform thee, 

How the goal is to be won ! 
And thy soul shall thrill with transport, 

Its immortal course to run ! 

Thou shalt love this high appointment, 

With a power surpassing strong ! 
Casting old beliefs behind thee — 
Withered doctrine, foul and wrong. 
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And a presence shall surround ikee — 

Intuition deep and high — 
Law and Order, Truth and Beauty, 

Elements which never die ! 

Worn and weary, calm and fearless. 
Full of sorrow shalt thou be: 

None shall rightly understand thee. 
Yet thou shalt be great and free. 

Thou shalt know the prophet's secret. 
Bear it silent in thy breast; 

And a worship high and holy 
All thy being shall invest. 

Thou shalt learn that prayer is action ! — 
Preparation — power to be! 

Every moment great and loyal. 
Grafted on the living Tree. 

Thou shalt bear a regal sceptre; 

Honour shield thee, strong and dumb ! 
Stately thought shall shape thy footstep, 

And a kingdom round thee come. 

Thou shalt wear thy Captain's armour ! 

Lucid to the inmost core; 
Girding on the shining treasure, 

Fashion'd for the battle's roar. 

Thou shalt know how thou art nothing! 

Through obedience thou hast all; 
This, the alpha and omega. 

Burning up the sensual pall. 
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Self-communion rich and tranquil, 

Vision deep of truth divine, 
And a burning love of action, 

In thy soul shall intertwine. 

Thou shalt see that great ideas 
Bind the progress of mankind; 

Stretching far before the ages. 
Overlooking all behind ! 

Casting manners, customs, nations. 
In a mould of earthly forms; 

Bursting old ones, shaping new ones. 
Bearing Science, Arts, and Arms. 

Thus environed, thus commissioned. 
Love shall shape thy course anew; 

All-attaining, all-constraining, 
With a power divine to do. 

Obedience first, obedience last. 

Firm obedience to the end! 
Evermore in deed heroic 

All thy power and portion spend. 

Up, thou sluggard, hasten onward ! 
Rise, and Christ shall give thee light; 

Crowds of mortals hastening downward- 
Speed thy purpose, clear thy sight. 

Wo to him who idly museth ! 

Wo to him whose heart is dead ! 
Wo to him who life abuseth ! 

No Redeemer for him bled. 
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Wouldst thou hear Him 1 thou must need Him; 

Wouldst thou see Him) thou must knock; 
Wouldst thou sit at table with Him) 

Let Him rend thy heart of rock. 

What is world on world, to him 
Who mourneth in his lonely cell) 

Longing, in his desolation, 
With his God alone to dwell. 

There, in deep and silent anguish, 

Smiteth he his riven breast I 
Wrestling till the morning dawneth, 

Till the bleeding soul is hush'd. 

For the door was instant open'd, 

By the gracious Lord within; 
Yet the mourner understood not 

What it was his soul had seen. 

But a mighty comfort fiU'd him; 

And a flash seem'd to descend. 
And the Scripture flamed before him — 

I am with thee to the end. 

Longing, loving, and adoring, 

Bands of Israel let us join ! 
Here is no continuing city-* 

Let us live the life divine. 

Away with cloud-capp'd, grasping systems, 
Thieves and robbers, swindlers all; 

Truth divine is ever stationed 
In a peer and humble stall. 
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Base and sterile love of Mammon, 

Chief iniquity, begone ! 
Never didst thou yet advance 

The kingdom of the Righteous One. 

Base thy object, base thy projects, 
Base thy thought, thy word, thy deed; 

Writhing scorn and envy eat thee. 
Monarch of the evil seed. 

Dusty doctrine, egotistic. 

Empty babble, weak and vain; 
Pride pedantic, dim, sophistic, 

Wither up, ye roots of Cain. 

Private idols, public wonders, 

Vile subservience to the crowd. 
Solemn routine, servile custom, 

Sink into oblivion's shroud. 

Lordly hucksters, proud dissemblers, 

Legal plund'rers, great and small, 
Venal jobbers, trading schemers, 

Haggard famine seize ye all. 

Doctor, proctor, strife concocter, 

Wind and leather will not fag, x 
May the homed devil tear thee. 

Till thy tongue no more can wag. 

Come, thou lonely child of genius: 

Whither wouldst thou, gifted son 1 
Full of silent awe and wonder. 

Who will guide thee, glorious one ? 
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Hark, the loud dissonant jarring 
Of a race that knows not thee! 

Scrambling, grasping, cringing, crawling; 
From their horrid precepts flee. 

Church and chanceries, schools and senates, 

Icy shades of frozen light ! 
They will blight thee, they will smite thee, 

Strip thee of thine armour bright. 

Pierce thine eyes with burning pincers, 
Bands of brass around thee bind; 

They will laugh, and mock, and scourge thee, 
In their prison make thee grind. 

Thou shalt note their fanes and altars, 
Passing by their sculptured den ! 

Princely halls of Pandemonium, 
Built upon a moorish fen. 

Not a creature liveth near them; 

All is bare and parch'd around ! 
Yet the mirage of an autumn 

Waves along the arid ground. 

Savage treachery, coward cunning, 
Prowling wolves, with lamb-like bleat, 

Flow, as blood flows through the body, 
Up and down, through hall and street. 

Life and beauty, God's creation. 
Midnight's star-pavilion'd deep — 

These are spectres! See how gently 
Hell itself can smile and sleep. 
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Confessionals and Inquisitions, 

Institutes of dark device, 
Shame, and infamy, and horror, 

Nameless sorceries and dice. 

Sucking, with a vampyre's coolness, 

All the life-blood from the heart ! 
Lambs are watch'd by sleek hyenas. 

In that paradise of Art. 

Sunder'd limbs of prostrate nations, 

Smould'ring, in the distance loom; 
Love of country, conscience, honour. 

Dogs the victim to the tomb. 

Quenchless hatred, deep and sullen. 

Love of Freedom, quenchless too. 
Boiling, flashing, surging, swelling, 

Boll their tides the people through. 

Thus they wait the awful moment 
When redemption's trump shall ring! 

When, with one spontaneous movement, 
On their murdVers they shall spring. 

Bleeding heroes, hoarsely moaning. 

Echo from the vaults beneath ! 
And a dun funereal sadness 

Colours all the distant heath. 

Child of Genius, thou shalt wonder ! 

Gaze astonied at this thing ! 
And a dark prophetic whisper 

In thy conscious ear shall ring ! 
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Look into thine earnest bosom: 

God abideth everywhere; 
In the love of truth and beauty. 

See his presence planted there. 

See the footprints of his beauty 
In the deeds of noble men. 

Art and Nature, Law and Science, 
Are the movements of his pen. 

In the soul his breath is active — 
In the inward conscious ear; 

Listen, thou shalt hear it whisper, 
In the form of hope and fear. 

Watch, obey, these holy feelings, 
Station'd like a guiding hand, 

Pointing to the sacred fountains 
Streamiog from the Blessed Land. 

Clear and clearer tones will greet thee, 
As thou strivest day by day; 

Pure intelligence and judgment 
Flashing light upon thy way. 

Should a selfish thought mislead thee — 
Tempt thee from the upward path — 

Thou shalt feel that thou hast wander'd. 
Stung with self-contempt and wrath. 

One by one, in quick experience. 
All the meanings of the seer. 

In their awful depth and beauty. 
In thy conscience will appear. 
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Thou shalt feel life's fountains playing, 
Thought ascending in the deep; 

And a warm and pure emotion 
Over all thy being creep. 

Power and knowledge, overflowing 
All the vessels of the mind, 

Character and life bestowing — 
Thou shalt know that God is kind. 

Blessed moments, great and gracious, 
Glorious as primeval dawn, 

Over Man and Nature spreading 
Light and beauty, great and calm ! 

See, his care, unostentatious, 
Hath the meanest thing array'd 

With a portion of perfection, 
In a perfect balance weigh'd! 

See his glory — see his sorrow. 
Breathing in the voice divine, 

Always speaking — always acting. 
In a form resembling thine! 

Realise his Word Eternal, 
Ever-present, First and Last; 

Revere his oracles transcendent, 
Starring all the mighty past. 

Child of Genius, mark his language — 
Feel the self-consuming flame ! 

Thou shalt surely understand Him, 
Fashion'd in his burning name. 
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Wax and grow in yital insight, 
Looking evermore above, 

Evermore to rise victorious, 
On the wings of burning love. 

All his high, peculiar scripture 
Marks the being and degree 

Of the Spirit's vital progress 
In the warfare of the free. 

Through t)ie Babel of dissension. 
See the secret of the strife ! 

There, amidst eternal tempests, 
Bursteth forth the blessed life ! 

In the form of faith it worketh. 
First expression of its plan. 

To extend its free dominion 
Over all the powers of Man. 

Mighty energy, upheaving 

All the creeds of ancient time — 

Burning up all human dogmas 
In its flood of wreathing flame. 

Earth forsaken, in a moment. 
Faith its fame and glory spurns. 

Toward the blessed bowers of Eden 
Love her fiery chariot turns. 

Aspiration, high and holy, 
Entering heaven at a bound, 

Yet in spirit humbly working. 
With its feet upon the ground. 
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All its objects are eternal, 

All its treasures ever new; 
All its aspirations ending 

In a wide and wider view. 

Striving to give bound and order — 

Reason under her command — 
Shaping Cosmos out of Chaos, 

With a firm and fearless hand. 

Often falling, never doubting, 

Child of Genius, onward war! 
From the dead arise victorious — 

Win the bright and morning star! 

Flee from angry disputations — 

Flee from dry and sapless rites — 
Flee from controversial darkness, 

Hoarsely-screaming owls and kites. 

Never worship college rush-lights. 

Windy logic, high and dry. 
Syllogistic superstition. 

Aught that doth invent a lie. 

Endless discord! Hear them wrangle! 

Gibber on, ye sheeted dead — 
Full of stale and dreary verbiage. 

Chaos of the heart and head ! 

Pharisees, who blow the trumpet. 

In the public eye to live: 
Know, all forms of dust and ashes, 

I a godly alms shall give ! 
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Who shall cleanse these Augean stables ? 

Stagnant heaps of solemn cant — 
Eyeless skulls and seedy garments — 

Stench of revelry and rant. 

What a tragedy to look on! 

Men and angels well may weepl 
Hordes of self-adoring drovers — 

Masses of bewildered sheep. 

Strategy to clutch a flesh-pot, 
Larger living, wider stall — 

The semblance of an honour thieving ! 
Match me this, ye days of Saul I 

Go to Hellas, mean pretender, 
To her noble instincts bow. 

See the victor, crown'd and seated, 
Olive wreath around his brow ! 

Hear the long-drawn acclamations 
Sounding down the distant time; 

Eoyal souls, throughout all ages, 
In heroic cadence chime. 

Excellence hath power to waken 
Burning worship, warm regard: 

In the victor's noble bosom. 
Honour is its own reward. 

Love of knowledge, beauty, wisdom. 
Love of truth, alone to prize: 

Realised in Faith and Freedom, 
These the soul to God allies! 
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Freedom ! groundwork of all progress, 

Agent in great Reason's plan; 
Striving wisely, striving blindly, 

As the heart is great or mean. 

Cowards fear thee; fools adore thee; 

Heroes love thy mighty game. 
Statesmen strive, through penal torture, 

Thy wild elements to tame. 

Prophets warn thee; sages watch thee; 

Error helps thee on thy way; 
Reason, in her laws, hath bound thee — 

From her path thou canst not stray. 

Though a dark, malignant self-hood 

Can thy noble instincts mar, 
Smiling meet thee — ^basely stab thee — 

Deathless burns thy mighty star. 

Godlike Freedom! death defiant. 

Offspring of ennobling Love; 
Self-sufficient, self-reliant. 

Storming t'ward the heights above. 

Oh the joy 1 oh the anguish ! 

Oh the blazing, boundless hope I 
Alternate light and darkness flashing. 

Power with earth and hell to cope. 

Mark the faith enthusiastic I 

Mark the calm and searching glance 1 

Mark the slumb'ring strength inherent 
In the Genius to advance! 



204 THE BEOLUSE OF THE ALPS. 

Working out the vast salvation, 
With a high and fearless trust, 

In the glorious restoration 
Of the kingdom of the just. 

Every step is crown'd with success, 

Every vail is rent in twain. 
Every height which shines above us, 

Faith is destined to attain. 

Not through any outward object — 
Not through any sordid end — 

Not through any legal offering, 
Shall the light on Man descend. 

From thy heart erase thy self-hood. 

Pregnant root of every ill; 
Then, in free creative manhood, 

Beauty shall thy bosom fill. 

Light shall fill thee— life shall thrill thee- 
Love enclose thee round and round — 

All things shall conspire to raise thee 
To a high and higher ground. 

Trust in Gk)d, thou young aspirant; 

Love the Pure and Righteous One; 
Honour every noble spirit: 

Swift and sure the goal is won ! 

Earnest working, earnest thinking. 
Earnest living, marks the sage, 

Born to grasp, in intuition, 
All the movements of his age. 
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In his mighty soul, reflecting 

Past and Future, Space and Time, 
All the errors, all the insight, 

How to cure, and how to climh. 

Full, in him, great living Reason, 

In its clear and conscious might, 
Pierceth nature, scaleth heaven, 

Boundeth all things in its light. 

Laying bare the darker workings 

Of the passions, as they throng. 
In bright intuition seeing 

Where the planet wheels along. 

Calling down the instant lightning. 

Genius stretcheth forth her hand; 
Down it flasheth — ^harmless passeth: — 

See ye Intellect's command ! 

Playing with the lucid sunbeam, 

Science opens to the eye, 
Unveils the heavenly arcana, 

Painting evening's gorgeous sky. 

Nation calling unto nation^ 

Tongues of fire their word proclaim; 

Distant lands are instant vocal^ 

Science wings their speech with flame. 

Giant Nature, with her legions. 

Swift and ready to obey, 
Ever standeth, ever waiteth, 

On her Lord from day to day. 
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Lo they come ! a band of thinkers, 

Gifted to discern anew, 
Child-like in their calm demeanour, 

Nature open to their view. 

In their soul a beauty reigning, 
Deep and lucid as the sky; 

Light and order through them flowing, 
Native as the spheres on high. 

They will push the outposts further, 
Darkness and its deeds dethrone, 

Linking laws, uniting forces, 

Fronting through the great unknown. 

Pioneer the toiling nations, 

Pierce the earth, and bridge the sea, 

Toward pacific isles and cities. 
Sunny pastures, large and free; 

Ent*ring, with their hallow'd footstep, 
Ancient Chaos, wide and dim; 

From her hoary halls purloining 
Fossil scripture, huge and grim. 

Holding fast the chain of Nature, 
From the crystal to the man, 

Prove the unity transcendent 
In the great Creator*s plan. 

Fearful tidings, wildly dashing 
In the bigot's slumbering ear, 

Thinks the Ark of Faith is sinking, 
Satan laughing in the rear. 
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AntagODisticI Faith and Science! 

Through the soul they both extend, 
Related in their form and function, 

As the heart is to the hand. 

Faith, in individual notions, 

Faith, in transitory forms, 
Faith, in school-received opinions, 

Are the harlot's potent charms. 

Clothed in withered leaves of Eden, 

Sense adores a vain deceit, 
Though, through all its hollow windings, 

Eeason sounds a loud recheat. 

Sense, bewitched by outward semblance, 

Loveth still a solemn show, 
Rooted in a fond adherence 

To a shadow spread below. 

Raise thy thought ! Behold it streameth 

From above — the living beauty ! 
Through the heart and brain it beameth, 

Instituting law and duty. 

Chaining to its burning vision 

Thought, and Energy, and Will; 
Rapture, Wonder, Faith rejoiceth 

Its pure mandates to fulfil. 

It is maker, lord, and ruler. 

Light which light'neth every man; 
It is active in the darkness — 

Retributive strife and pain. 
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It is hatred of all evil; 

It is sorrow unto death; 
It is joy beyond conception; 

It is what the Scripture saith; 

It is Impulse, Aspiration; 

It is Freedom, Art, and Youth; 
It is Genius, Wisdom, Goodness; 

It is Christ's unchanging Truth; 

It is Feeling, deep and holy; 

It is yearning unto Life; 
It is Love, and Love's perfections, 

Ending darkness, death, and strife. 

Pass away, ye forms and fancies — 
Vanish on the wings of Time: 

Ye are feeble — ^ye are nothing: 
Root of David, reign and shine! 
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In dreamy repose, 

The poet arose; 
Earth glow'd in the gold-streaming dawn ! 

He drew on his hose, 

And his sandals he closed, 
And lightly stepp'd out on the lawn. 

Then he said, I will ride, 
Through the ocean caves wide, 

And I'll see how the Nereides ply ! 
Then Til cross to the east — 
With the gods I will feast; 

And I'll sleep in the western sky. 

Then he tum'd froA his bower — 

Lo, a glorious flower 
Its soft blushing bosom unclosed; 

He bent, to inhale 

The bright nectar's regale, 
The perfume that densely uprose ! 
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And he placed his warm lips 

On its tremulous tips, 
And giddily drain'd out the dew ! 

O rapture, he cries, 

And bright shone his dark eyes; 
In heaven virginity grew. 

Then upward he sprang, 

Like a roe from its dam, 
Lithe, agile, and graceful his form ! 

Light, nimble, and free ! 

From wood, brake, and tree. 
Loud peaFd the all-musical morn. 

And fold after fold. 

The cloud-curtains of gold, 

Aurora in splendour withdrew ! 
Deep circled all round. 
Without measure or bound, 

Th* inscrutable light-fields of blue. 

And onward he trod, 

The drunk child of the god, 

All kindled and burning with joy ! 
For the far-stretching plains. 
And the great mountain chains. 

Had their roots in the heart of the boy. 

And the forest's deep green, 
Like an ocean whose stream 

Arose beyond Tempe's sweet vale, 
And ran o'er its soil. 
Dropping honey and oil, 

Loye, poesy, legend, and tale ! 
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II. 

But soft ! what art thou, vision bright — 

Fair prophecy unborn ? 
Or human, or an angel sweet, 

Come from the deeps of morn? 

Thou wonder! List, my soul's beseech. 

To worship I avow; 
O let me raise these ringlets soft, 

That shade thy ample brow. 

" Ah ! knowest thou not thy constant stay. 

For ever firm and true; 
Though it is sacred, thou, love, may 

My brow a moment view." 

Ah ! glorious festival, divine; 

Bright legions offerings bring! 
Look! there is heaven, and^ circling wide, 

Triumphant seraphs sing. 

" What, what so strange — why, brother mine, 
Thou look'st as thou didst dream. 

No more ! come, come, and sit we here. 
And listen to the stream." 
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III. 

Mj kindred, they boast a long line 

Of ancestors, valiant and free; 
But my freedom and memory date from the time 

Aphrodite arose from the sea. 

Intangible then I became, 

Bright, lucid, expansive, and pure, 
Yet my essence and crescence remaineth the same — 

Through space and through time they endure. 

Careering I thunder*d and storm'd, 

Fleet as the winds now I flew; 
The raindrops I fashion'd, the iris I form'd; 
> I glitter'd and gleam 'd in the dew. 

When Phoebus far-flaming appeared 

With his steeds at the portal of day, 
In cloud- wreaths and columns of silver uprear'd, 

I marshalFd the morn on its way. 

Thus marching the mountains along — 
Ah ! bitter and snell were the hours — 

I was chain'd by the glaciers, naked and strong, 
Imprison'd in sky-cleaving towers. 

O'er their pinnacles, calm and sublime. 

The starry hosts circle and sing; 
In eternal procession majestic they climb — 

Trumpet-toned praises they ring. 
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And calm and serene as eternity stood ! 

Vast, motionless, solemn, and old ! 
Above the rock-shoulder'd abysses, a head, 

White, rigid, and crownless, and cold: 

With its glacier locks roll'd adown its huge limbs, 

All desolate, rugged, and bare; 
The image of solitude, lonely it gleams, 

'Midst the vacant and feelingless air. 

I saw from their black scowling peaks, 

The granite kings, cloven and torn; — 
By fire, frost, and storm, they are shattered! — vast wrecks, 

In the glaciers' wombs they are borne. 

Down the fathomless precipice cast, 

Like a world, they tumble and peal; 
Whole forests are smash'd, to a dust all is dash'd, 

As downward they rumble and reel. 

'Tween cloud-clapp'd, and hoary, and ponderous walls, 

The ice-oceans grindingly plough ! 
Like an earth-freezing demon the glacier crawls, 

All chaos inscribed on its brow. 

I heard the huge avalanche slamm'd, 

A mountain of snow, to the ground; 
The ravines are jamm'd, and the valleys are cramm'd. 

The cavernous abysses resound. 

Around me the hurricanes dash'd. 

The thunderstorms batter'd and blew, 
From the grim clouds amass'd the fork'd lightnings were 

From the peaks to the valleys they flew. [flash'd, 
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Solemn, and awful, and ceaseless they toil, 
These giants, through space and through time; 

Removing and rearing, they grind and they pile, 
Destruction, creation sublime. 

A chaos terrific, appalling all seems, 

Yet an order, prodigious and grand ! 
Perfect and beautiful, evermore streams. 

The work of Almighty command. 

Slow moving through cycles, I shiver'd and slept, 

To a glacier's progress confined ! 
But at last like a snake from a crevasse I crept. 

My beauty again to unbind. 

With a bound and a shout from on high, 

Down-roaring, I plunged to the plain! 
The starry hosts high, the white clouds, as they fly, 

Re-appear in my bosom again. 

I danced through the green shady vales. 

Where the lily and buttercup hung. 
Where the throstle, and linnet, and redbreast are heard, 

And the song of vine-trainer rung. 

Amid wonders I circle and course. 

Through a region of beauty I shine; 
Sweet tones oft rehearse, as my breast they traverse, 

The delight of the beautiful Rhine. 

But listen ! the morn is abroad; 

From my willows the warblers resound: 
Remember, remember, we hasten, we speed. 

To the dark caves below, to the bright isles renown'd ! 
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Listen to the ditty, 

Of the Eedbreast pretty ! 

From day to day I hopp'd about, 

In quest of recreation, 
Some things I loved, and then loved not. 

In constant alternation ! 
But when, sweet Wren, I met with thee, 
A light and joy thou wert to me. 

With wonder I thy features traced: 
I thought I saw a touch divine; 

A secret inward ray, that graced 
These little lucid orbs of thine; 

It seem*d to me a something shed, 

From Him who hath our table spread. 

Thy little form, so neat and trim. 
Built like a rosebud rich and young. 

So perfect all in life and limb, 

And round it such a fragrance flung. 

It seems as if Perfection grand 

Had shaped thee with his master hand. 

When sitting on the whispering ash, 
From out the wild-briar, lit with bloom, 

I heard a sigh, I saw a flash — 

Broke forth like fire thy evening hymn. 

A holier prayer, from brake or thorn. 

Ne'er usher'd in the vernal mom ! 
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And &m would I watch by thy side, 
For howlets cruel hover near, ' 

To snare, and waste, and on thee tread, 
Thy home despoil, thee fill with fear. 

But trust, my bird, in Heavenly care, 

And thus escape from every snare. 

And when thy later years, sweet Wren, 
A new and beauteous plumage show, 

And love and praise, united then. 
In music from thy breast shall flow, 

Contented thou shalt seek and find. 

And never want sweet peace of mind. 
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Within a crystal ring appears 

A house so large and fair, 
That land, and sea, and circling spheres. 

And numerous guests, are there. 
The ring is small as Robin's eye, 

The house so wide and spacious. 
Its floor so broad, its walls so high, 

Its courts so all-capacious, 
That all things seem its walls within. 

And yet its owner nowhere seen. 
Now look around, examine well — 

Where may these ample regions dwell ? 
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VL 

See, see the rout ! 
Hark, how they shout ! 

Carousing, let us dance till mom: 
Here's to Woman's fatal sighs. 

With every birth a world is bom; 
With every death a world dies. 

I see it all — ^'tis plain as day — 
A vision floats before the eye; 

But in the soul the living ray 
Rebels against the specious lie. 

Say, what art thou that standest there? 

What thy bosom's ebb and swell? 
Art thou not, O temptation fair, 

A softly blooming spark of hell? 

And what art thou, that kneelest here? 

What thy adoration vain ? 
Dost thou not inly jibe and sneer? 

Thy forehead hath the stamp of Cain. 

Or are ye of that vital seed — 
The likeness of a Power supreme? 

Thy outward form the radiant mead 
Where living waters inly stream? 
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I mean no ill: but mark me right — 
The doubt within me is so strong, 

That with the very wind I'd fight, 
For honest proof that I am wrong. 

Let's see thy heart! — ay, there's the dodge! 

That deep, cavernous, turbid well — 
How many monsters there may lodge ! 

How many slimy serpents dwell! 

Or hath thy bosom burn'd to see, 

Thy soul to taste, the living vine? 
The flaming sword which guards the tree. 

If thou dost eat, it must be thine. 

Mere fashion 's but a shifting show! 

And custom is the fool's concern 1 
The question still is — how to know? 

The very truth — ^how to discern? 

Who art thou, then? I say distinct! — 

So prim in thy demeanour. 
I know thee, by that ugly squint — 

An arrant knave and trimmer 1 

'*Ha! ha! good soul, you know me well — 

At least you knew me once, 
When once upon a time in hell — 

But thou wert then a dunce ! 

" Ha ! ha ! you recollect her grace — ] 

I think it was in Paris: 
Yours was a rather ticklish case, 

Conceal'd behind the arras." 



2f0 l-ANTASIA AND VISION. 

" Confusion choke you ! Are you be I 
Are you that same old sinner, 

That hitch'd me on the number three, 
Unmasking me at dinner ? " 

And in a trice upon his throat 

Was fix'd an iron gripe, 
Until a tongue as black as soot 

Hung o'er his shriveird lip. 

And struggling hard, and stretching sense, 

He gasp'd, in accent civil, 
" Honi soil qui mal y pense — 

I am his grace the Devil I " 

" Are you, i'faith — I grant a truce; 

I meant not thus to harm you, 
But to resent a foul disgrace, 

And henceforth to disarm you. 

" Your majesty is fond of talk: 
And now we know each other, 

I care not in what strain you mock. 
What think you of the weather ? " 

"The weather, sir, is all astir — 

It is my busiest season; 
I never had such prospects, sir. 

Since Adam lost his reason. 

" You've heard, no doubt, about the Turks, 
The Diplomates, and Holy Places: 

The world, sir, to my purpose works, 
Whichever way it faces." 
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And with a nudge, meant for sublime, 

He pointed to his garters — 
" You see, sir, at the present time, 

Vienna's my head- quarters. 

" From thence, as from the peak of hell, 

I radiate delusion; 
There Sax', Russ, Turk, and Celt I swill. 

Then sink them in confusion. 

" There's nothing like your titled skull — 

Proud egotist of purest water; 
The veriest slave of old Buol 

Could not better for me cater. 

" And now and then, out of mere sport. 

Some noble friend to level, 
I push him through the Austrian Court, 

To darkness and the devil. 

" Nothing, sir, like your ancient mole, 

With his peculiar foot. 
Dig under crown, or star, or stole. 

You'll find him at the root. 

" And let them dig where'er they will, 

The further they adventure 
Will prove the progress of my skill. 

E'en to Great Britain's centre. 

" There, you well know, there's nothing done 

But tripping up each other: 
Self, self, sir, there, is all the run. 

And how the truth to smother. 
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" In short, sir, well this truth you know- 
I need not stay to prove it: 

My worshippers on all sides grow — 
Let him who dare remove it." 

Just then, with sweet and solemn din, 
The old church-bell 'gan sound, 

And when it ceased, the face of Sin 
Was nowhere to be found. 
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Where am I ? This methinks is a churchyard ! 

What a profound stillness pervades this place ! 

How pale and spirit-like these moonlit stones, — 

Most quiet monuments of a restless race, 

That toil'd, sinn'd, worshipp'd, suffer'd, built thrones, 

Temples, prisons, and fluttered on the greensward. 

Ye are images of that eternal rest, 

That, with an all-embracing, all-enduring sway, 

Beneath, about, and above for ever reigns — 

Invisible realm of spiritual day, — 

Where, unfettered and free of its mortal chains, 

The victorious soul is for ever blest. 

Oh misjudged Death I how enviable thou art ! 

Shelter and saviour of the weary heart 1 



224 l-AIfTASIA AND VISION. 



She came, the lovely one, to this frail sphere- 
She came, the bright, the beautiful, the kind ! 
Oh weep, weep, weep, behind the sable bier! 
About thy brow the willow and the cypress bind! 

Weep! weep! weep! 

Gentle she was — a lamb, a lovely ewe — 
A wonder and a splendour pure and white. 
With poppies pale, and pansies, wreath thy brow 1 
Oh she is gone! quench'd is the morn — quench'd is the light ! 

Weep! weep! weep! 

Oh never more shall that surpassing form, 
Light as the chaste gazelle, rejoicing bound ! 
No more that gentle hand this heart shall warm ! 
No more, oh never more, that music sweet shall sound ! 

Weep! weep! weep! 

It was a summer's eve, at twilight hour. 
And we had met — wild, sweet, and hallow'd spot! 
O Mary, thou art e'en the sweetest flower! — 
There ! it is thine, my love, she said. — Forget-me-not ! 

Weep! weep! weep! 
Gone ! gone ! Oh she is gone ! — gone to her rest ! 
The beautiful, the gentle, and the true ! 
Warm with thy tears, kiss, kiss that hallow'd dust. 
Strew o'er it lilies, purple violets, and yew ! 

Weep! weep! weep! 
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Pale, wet, and wearily the sun arose. 
And each pale star in sorrow sank to sleep, 
And the low breeze did sigh till day's dark close, 
And through the sombre clouds the moon did mourning 
creep. Weep ! weep ! weep ! 

Wo — wo — wo — ^wo ! the hollow night did cry ! 
And the dumb earth re-echoed, Wo — wo — ^wo ! 
And wild the wand'ring winds went wailing by — 
The drear woods moan'd — the plaintive streams sobb'd 
deep and low. Weep 1 weep I weep ! 

The mourners came, in sorrow's sad attire — 
A silent company of spirits lorn; 
None spake, for still, still, now that choicest lyre; 
Each drooping sprite ran to its secret cell to mourn! 

Weep! weep! weep! 

A pall hung over heaven, and earth, and air. 
Flower, beast, bird, man — all drench'd in grief and gloom. 
Through the mute multitudes the bier they bear — 
Through the mute multitudes, unto the raw, cold tomb I 

Weep! weep! weep! 

Set down, ye sons of men, my brethren kind, 
Upon this mossy stone, your trust set down; 
For I will speak, though weak with wo, and blind 
And dim with tears and weeping, sorrow all o'ergrown. 

Weep! weep! weep! 

I knew her from a child — alas the day ! 
I knew her well — but I can speak no more ! 
For me the world is now cold, bleak, and grey ! 
Hot sorrow eats into my being's inmost core ! 

Weep! weep! weep! 
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Bnt sfae did give me once a mystic seal — 
A charm, she said, to cure and conquer grief. 
Hear then, my friends, our loved one's last appeal — 
" Be faithful thou till death, and I will give a crown of life ! " 

This let us seek ! 
This let us seek ! 
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Still musing on, 
The Poet then— 

Upon a dolphin's back plunged through the deep, 

And downward swept to Ocean's ancient cave; 

Where — round two columns vast, ground currents lave 

And swell, and everlasting moaning keep — 

He saw the Oceanides in circle sleep, 

All dead— <}hanged to sea-stone ! For ever rave 

The tempests o'er their liquid, boundless grave ! 

Like Niobe, the shell-crown'd Nereides weep. 

And cling those columns round, which are the hoar 

And petrified remains of Nereus old. 

Which upward through unfathom'd ocean rise: 

His head the rocky circuit of the Delos shore, 

Where crumbling Fanes the mournful storj told, 

That all of Nereus underneath them lies. 
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Hear me^ thou bright and glorious one, and I will speak ! 

Hear me, and I will tell thee all my joy and wo ! 
Hear me, for thou art that which I must love and seek, 

Wheresoever I may dwell, whereso'er I go — 

Beautiful ! 

When first I saw thee smile, my heart was fresh and 
young, 
And thou hadst all the charm ineffable of spring; 
Upon thine eyes and accents tremulous I hung. 
And through the woods, and vales, and streams I heard 
thee ring — Beautiful ! 

Emerging from the shades of darkness, sleep, and dream, 
I saw thy beck'ning smile receding through the gloom, 

Along the misty morning heights to shift and gleam. 
And all the mountain-tops with golden light illume — 

Beautiful ! 

And here, and there, and yonder — wheresoe'er I turn'd — 
Thy silver footstep rang within my dreaming ear; 

Within my heart, and breast, and brow devotion burn'd; 
I heard thy thrilling call re-echoed far and near — 

Beautiful ! 

And when, at length, in virgin purity and grace, 
A lily of the vale, I saw thee gem the day, 

The spoiler's deadly shadow darkly swept thy face, 
And that which seem'd divine pass'd like a dream 
away — Beautiful 1 
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Then to the Orient halls with burning frame I sped: 
. Yonder, I said, with thee for ever I shall dwell ! 
Beyond the flaming portals of the morning red, 
Reverberates thy crystal call, clear as a bell — 

Beautiful ! 

I pass'd the gem-irradiate palaces on high, 

Across the sapphire circle of the rounding noon, 

Until night's starry eyes throned all the distant sky: 
A cone of fire upon its verge appear'd the moon — 

Beautiful ! 

I sought the east and west, in haunts of ancient fame, 
In caves, and fields, and cities populous of men : 

Into the desert air I stream'd thy bliss-fraught name, 
Till the vast solitudes around replied again — 

Beautiful ! 

And many a time I said, this is thy sacred home — 
The pastures seem'd so large, so gracious, and so fair. 

Again it changed, and vanished, fleet as snowy foam 
Swept by the tempest-breath into the viewless air — 

Beautiful ! 

Still in my ruin'd heart allegiance I swore, 

For I must on while these poor energies endure. 

And when this sad and weary heart shall beat no more, 
With thee, beloved one, my soul shall rest secure — 

Beautiful ! 
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XI. 

When the yernal breezes rang^ 
When the lark upsoaring sang, 
Trembling from my bed I sprang. 

I know not truly whence I came; 
I never heard my mother's name; 
They say I am of ancient fame. 

Upon this very spot I grew; 

As o'er my head the white cloud flew, 

My breast is drench'd with heavenly dew. 

I cannot tell who made my robe; 
I cannot tell who cut the lobe; 
I cannot tell who knit the node. 

I live beside a gentle stream; 
I never told a lie, I deem; 
I am of truth a simple beam. 

My home is where the fruit-tree grows; 
Upon its towers the sunset glows, 
When at eve my lids I close. 

When darkness covers all the deep, 
And stars above their vigils keep, 
I lean upon the wall and weep. 

I cannot tell why night is night. 
Why day is day, and light is light; 
Nor why my breast is pure and white. 
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The burning heat^ the pelting rain, 
Descend upon my head in vain; 
Though I am out, I ne*er complain. 

It cannot be that I am dead, 
Since such a power is in me shed; 
Never, never shall I wed. 

Yet it is true, from day to day 
I older grow — I change, they say; 
The course of all things I obey. 

When tuneless footsteps past me go, 
T hear, in whisper rude and low, 
That I am plain: it may be so; 

Yet One hath said— let truth be known-— 
That all the glory of a throne. 
Compared with me, He did disown ! 

I know not why He should admire. 
Nor how I feed this vestal fire, 
Nor why I thus to heaven aspire; 

But, if I may the question raise. 
Were I a lyre, to sound his praise 
I would devote my nights and days. 

And when I die, and die I must, 
Place this memorial o'er my dust — 
I die a Lily, white and just ! 
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Xlt. 

Without effort I find myself here, 
In this old, well-known familiar place, 
One of the loveliest in Dreamland: 
A most delicious, woodland retreat, 
So sweetly and beautifully pure; 
It is as if Nature had put on 
Immortality of light and life. 

How vivid each particular leaf! 

The moss upon this trunk how vivid! 

How distinct that flower and yonder stone — 

Each a congregation of wonders! 

And, what is strange, though there is no sun, 

The beautiful effects of sunlight 

Exist in ineffable beauty. 

It seems of indefinite extent; 

And further on a pellucid stream 

Winds its smooth way among the tall trees; 

Two lofty walls, at first far apart, 

Approach more and more, like the two lines 

Of a triangle, and terminate 

At the back of a ruin'd castle. 

Is this a creation of the soul 1 

An infinite stream of emotions? 

Sense never beheld what I now see I 

Childhood is dream, and dream is childhood,! 

And that castle is a mystery ! 

Its front I never saw, nor shall see. 

I once ventured, and sank in terror ! 
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Although he cannot walk or speak, 
Yet he is neither dumb nor weak, 
And knoweth how to hide and seek — 

My bright- eyed little boy. 

He knoweth how to laugh and play; 
He crows and dances all the day; 
And knoweth every word you say — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

He goes to sleep, and dream, and smile, 

Within his little crib awhile; 

And knoweth neither sin nor guile — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

Anon like sunshine he awakes! 

His little thirst he eager slakes; 

'Tis heav'n to see the drink he takes — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

He yawns and stretches — such a stretch — 

Could any artist it but sketch. 

His weight in solid gold 'twould fetch — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

And then to see his little form, 
Amidst its little sobbing storm. 
Its rosy flashings, red and warm — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 
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Then, when he sits with head erect, 

Could I his martial air reflect, 

It would command a king's respect — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

From head to feet — thus to begin — 
The very flower of health is seen, 
And rounded all with such a skin — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

Deep wonder would surprise thy heart. 
To see the wisdom in each part; 
Tis all a miracle of art — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

His touch is such a blessed thing, 

It is as if a seraph's wing 

Had closed around the wedded ring — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

He answers to the varied tone 
Of courage high or piteous moan, 
With look and bearing all his own — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

His mouth is like the opening sweet, 
Where beauty, love, and goodness meet. 
Of grace and eloquence the seat — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

And just above, bold, clear, and still. 
There stands a little cave-cut hill. 
All radiant with surpassing skill. 

My bright-eyed little boy. 
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His eyes are like two patines bright 
Which twinkle in the fields of night, 
Two pearls of divinest light — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

His brow is like the marble front 
Where genius with its work is blent, 
Where more than heart can feel is meant — 
My bright-eyed little boy. 

Now in your mind the whole combine, 
And add what else you think divine, 
And to his image sweet shall shine — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

And, to conclude, within the whole, 

Abideth an immortal soul. 

And these are but its cunning stole — 

My bright-eyed little boy. 

And since he is treasure great — 
Oh such a bright and rich estate ! — 
To thee, O Truth, I dedicate 

My bright-eyed little boy. 
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XIV. 

In this dream-world, things have their price: 
Each hath his own peculiar voice; 
Each hath its own peculiar choice. 

The Pedant to his Pupil said, 

This earth revolves on which we tread, 

And gravitation never fails — 

Ay round and round the sun it wheels. 

Hold, said the youth, I see not well 
The purport of the thing you tell; 
Do we not stand upon the ground ? 
All things are steadfast round and round I 
Far as the eye can reach we see. 
Field after field, tree after tree; 
When the horizon thus we gain. 
Earth seems a wide extended plain. 

True, true, my child, the master cried; 
So hath it been since Noah died. 
The earth is one continuous whole; 
All things at once must onward roll, 
But let me not thy wit dispar'ge. 
Think thou art small, the earth is large. 

Have patience, sir; again attend. 
That may not much the matter mend; 
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Forth from the cloud-piled orient skies, 
Have I not seen great Phoebus rise, 
Edge with his beams the sombre gloom, 
Mount like a spirit from its tomb, 
The flashing chariot upward bound. 
Majestically circle round? 
From east to west, through fields of blue, 
A leash of fleecy clouds he drew, 
And o'er the earth eve's glory spread, 
And sink into his ocean bed ! 

That circuit of the god of day — 

That seeming march — proves what I say ! 

While far and near his splendour streams, 

'Tis we that move amidst his beams, 

Immersed in universal day: 

Mom, Eve, Night, Noon, about us play. 

A swift revolving sphere thus made, 

Fix'd boundaries of light and shade. 

Accounts for all the grand parade. 

One touch of yonder Artist's brush, 

Immortal pictures round us blush. 

Look round 1 all things are fix'd and still; 
The sun approacheth yonder hill: 
What can more firm and certain be 
Than that which we so plainly see? 
Moreover, were it as you show. 
How fares it with the tribes below? 
Downward for ever they must fall, 
From sky to sky, from ball to ball. 
Observe how you your words dispose. 
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Do you not say the sun arose 1 

If these things are not as they seem, 

Then they and we are but a dream. 

Go it, my boy, I like your talk. 
Men cannot on the ceiling walk; 
That which is common unto all, 
In common phrase, must from us fall; 
Here is a show-box, mark its size — 
A universe in naive disguise. 
Its limit some three feet by three: 
Apply thine eye, what dost thou see ? 

O'erbending skies immense extend; 
Land, cloud, and sea, divide and blend; 
Alps in the welkin burn and glow. 
And mighty rivers onward flow; 
Broad tracts of forest darkly gloom, 
And spacious vales and gardens bloom, 
And waving fields of golden grain, 
And cattle browsing on the plain, 
And distant cities dimly seen. 
And lakes like mirrors intervene; 
Where festive shadows sweep the green, 
And lustrous breadths of light and shade 
O'er nM)untain gorge and sylvan glade. 
Myriad plumaged birds I see. 
Things of sweetest minstrelsy; 
Through the wide air they soar and fly. 
Natives of the upper sky 

Hold ! hold ! enovgh ! What think you now ? 
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These mystic orbs beneath thy brow 
May be deceived, you must allow. 

Admit the world seems in the box, 
Is then the world just such a hoax? 
What faintest likeness or relation 
Hath that unto the earth's gyration? 

My little friend, are you aware, 
Upon you rests ten tons of airl 
As for the world, unto my mind 
He's wise who kicks the world behind — 
A greedy, gaping, noisy blockhead. 
Or, if you will, a bleth'ring gossip. 
Do you not know the world's salvation 
Hangs on the law of gravitation ? 

Ten tons of air ! In any weather, 
I feel as light as any feather. 
Full well you know a ten-ton weight 
Would crush us flat as any slate. 
Such science darker is than fiction, 
And contradicts e'en contradiction. 

To search the bounds of right and wrongs 

Would be a journey far too long. 

The unreflecting sense is prone 

All deeper knowledge to disown; 

All action of unequal measure, 

All action of unequal pressure. 

All action of unequal laws. 

In spheres and states become the cause, 
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Until they die or reach a paase, 
Whence fell disorder being draws. 
As Nature's laws are firm and equal, 
An accident is then the sequel 
Of that which never is unequal. 
An unjust law, decreed by men, 
Becomes a source of endless pain; 
Enormous evils mark its reign; 
Sin, strife, and error fill its train; 
The perfect path brings fruit and ease. 
Desertion is a foul disease I 
But this to thee is windy nonsense. 
So let us to some modern instance. 

Sir, you mistake; what now you preach. 
Experience doth daily teach. 
Injustice is a bird of prey — 
Its nature is to scourge and flay; 
Or, if this proof may better fit, 
The unjust man 's a Jesuit. 

Such are the dark and sordid-souPd ! 
Free workers we, in pearl and gold ! 

But what you said, sir, about motion, 
Is very like a doctor's potion. 

Conclusions, to appearance bent, 
Are right or wrong by accident. 
Nature throughout is life and motion, 
Liable to fierce explosion, 
t Amidst its darkness and fire-damp, 

How precious is the safety-lamp ! 
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In fear and trouble we should grope — 
The lamp 's our anchor and our hope. 
When this conductor fronts our head, 
Before us then the road is spread: 
The storm may howl, the lightnings blaze, 
Crown'd with our light, we walk at ease. 
In tranquil peace, in roaring war, 
It is our compass, beacon, star; 
Across the wide and dreary night, 
Afar it casts its lines of light. 
The deeds of Science are divine; 
Where'er we turn, we see them shine. 

I now, sir, dimly feel this fact — 
Science is poetry in act; 
I see, although I cannot prove, 
'Tis possible the earth may move. 

The great Copernicus so thought. 

And so at last he boldly taught, 

Though none believed the news he brought. 

When thou art wiser, thou shalt find 

He was a star among mankind. 

Look ! dost thou see that little gnat? 

The Love that wing'd the earth, wing'd that ! 

Drench'd in divinest shades and dyes. 
Of all the shapes that flout the skies. 
These golden- dusted butterflies 
Are dearest to my wondering eyes; 
But of all insect forms we see. 
Admire the cuirass-cinctured bee; 
Q 
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Statesman, warrior, and king, 
A martial band attends each wing; 
Through vales of honey-laden flowers, 
All the long summer noon he scours, 
Plundering Flora's vestal bowers; 
In brightest day, in deepest dark, 
An artist he of special mark. 
Let man or beast his camp alarm, 
Ten ibousand lances, fierce and firm. 
Around the foe tumultuous swarm; 
But undisturVd, in their domain, 
Law, order, peace, and progress reign ! 

Well said! in truth, we therein find 
A show-box of another kind, 
A spy-hole, where at large we see 
Nature's deep divinity; 
Consummate mark, convincing sign, 
Sun-clear proof of Power divine, 
Where wisdom, skill, and beauty shine. 
All living creatures here below, 
Marks of divine Perfection show. 
Even hands to vicious actions used, 
Point to free energies abused; 
Between himself and what he is, 
Or what he was, or what he does, 
The man alone distinguishes. 
In free reflection he must choose. 
Or life to win, or life to lose; 
Whether he shall himself restrain, 
Whether he shall to truth attain, 
And to himself, himself explain — 
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A purpose form, a summit gain, 
In freedom work, in freedom reign; 
And Nature must to Science yield 
The secrets in her womb conceal'dj 
And Art, with free and freer skill. 
Subjecting Science to her will, 
A realm of beauty frame and fill, 
And stand at last, full and unfurUd, 
The new Apollo of the world. 
The course is run, the day is done; 
We wait in hope the cheering sun. 
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XV. 

Music ! air-winpr'd child of art ! 

One touch of thy mysterious swell 
More potent is, o'er brain and heart, 

Than necromantic spell. 

What art thou ? wild and wondrous thing I 
So subtle-sweet, so fierce and free; 

The dead revive, the living spring, 
All creation leaps to thee. 

Com'st thou, sweet, immortal child, 

From ruin'd Paradise forlorn? 
Thou speak*st the language, undefiled. 

Of Eden's blissful moi*n. 

O soul-subduing melody, 

'Tis thine the weary heart to soothe; 
Through the dim waste of memory. 

In magic tones to move. 

And breathing o'er the wrecks of yore. 
Long vanish'd joys revive again; 

And heart to heart, in dream, once more 
Beloved ones clasp and twine. 

In jubilant, exulting bliss, 

Drink, drink ! the cup is wing'd with flame ! 
Hail, harmony, thy mingling kiss. 

And mightier power proclaim. 
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Now bounds the gladden'd heart on high^ 

On fiery aspiration borne; 
Great thoughts and greater circle by, 

And brow and bosom bum. 

Then sudden all is virgin bloom, 

And innocence and beauty beam; 
Now roars the melody of doom, 

And winter's torrents stream. 

Majestically swift and grand, 

Vast images depart and dawn: 
Now on Arcadian heights we stand, 

Now Pluto's caverns yawn; 

Now, fringed with many a golden cloud. 

Appears old Ocean's glist'ring ring; 
Now wide the gates of heaven are flung, 

And quiring angels sing; 

A discord struck, from out their lair, 
Pride, envy, scorn, and hatred spring, 

And mockery and vengeance glare, 
'Neath passion's lurid wing; 

Then come the mighty men of old, 

The brave, the beautiful, the good; 
Array'd in gold, with footstep bold, 

In stern and tranquil mood. 

'Midst symphony's wild battle strain, 

Prophetic shout the great and wise: 
To Light and Bight's ascendant reign. 

Let's nobly sacrifice ! 
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Then muffled drums and arms reversed, 
A long procession, draped in gloom, 

In solemn pomp, the dead inhearsed 
Pass onward to the tomb. 

Hark! the anthem's sacred strain, 

The agitated bosom swells; 
The gushing tears, the aching brain 

The might of music tells. 

Then, soft and low, a blissful strain — 
A sweetness not of earth's confine. 

And love, and peace, and mercy reign. 
And souls in glory shine. 

Melodiously to love's bright home. 

Restlessly all being flows. 
Through space and time, with force sublime, 

The mystic current goes. 

As when the lightning sweeps the sky, 
The rushing chariot-wheel seems still. 

We seem to pause, yet onward fly — 
Mere messengers at will. 

Thus music, like thy mystic tone. 
Appears and vanishes each one; 

Passing away to realms unknown — 
A flash to mortal ken. 

Yet boldly on life's ocean prance, 

Boldly ever onward struggle. 
Freely wheel creation's dance — 

The body's but a bubble. 
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Like thee^ the souFs immortal youth^ 
Shall erer young and glorious shine; 

And spirit-wing'd shall see the kntfa, 
Within the holy shrine. 
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XTI. 

Show me, King ! thj dwelling-place; 
From chains and darkness set me free; 
Come, gird me for the glorious race 
Of light and liberty 1 

For Thou art stable in thy strength, 
Thy glorious promise shall not fail. . 
Onward, onward, let me go; at length 
With Thee I shall prevail. 

For hast Thou ever changed in aught. 
The brightness of thy power divined 
On earth, in heaven, in living thought, 
We see thy glory shine 1 

Thou art the light, light of my heart. 
My love, my joy, my only trust; 
Removed from Thee, and left apart. 
The life of man is lust. 

But wide as universal time, 
High as the sacred heights above. 
Is the vast energy sublime 
Of thy informing love. 

Oh let me share thy glorious state ! 
For ever faultless, firm, and sure. 
Is the free-moving power elate, 

Which girds the high and pure. 
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In perfect beauty stands unseaVd, 
Before the perfect eye of Truth, 
Creative power and life reyeal'd, 
And love's immortal youth. 

Amidst this ever-changing stream, 
Thou art the Never-changing One; 
And we about Thee think and dream. 
And circle round thy sun. 

Thou art Creator, Father, Friend; 
Thy Word fills boundless space and time; 
Thy Spirit hath nor cause nor end — 
Eternity thy name ! 

Show me, O King 1 thy dwelling-place; 
From chains and darkness set me free; 
Come, gird me for the glorious race 
Of light and liberty ! 
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XTM. 

Like a rapt Hebrew seer, I 0aw him stand — 

The Chief of Hungary. Star of hb age ! 

Before him darkness fled 1 the enyious rage 

Of £Eu;tion hid its servile head, as grand 

He tower'dy in eloquence and high command, 

Until his genius made each hearer sage, 

Each heart a fiery fount— a flaming page, 

And inspiration quick swept hand to hand ! 

No shade of evil dared molest that form 

Of radiant nobleness, as he did mourn 

His country's miseries and mighty wrongs ! 

And Faith and Prophecy flash'd through the storm 

And shone around his temples, sad and worn, 

The halo that to god-like men alone belongs. 
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XVIII. . 

Wouldst thou not thy life befool, 
Wouldst thou thine own passions rule, 
Wouldst thou find the priceless school — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou banish mist and doubt, 
Wouldst thou cease to drift about, 
Wouldst thou see thy future route — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou with life's sap o'erflow, 
Wouldst thou like a cedar grow, 
Wouldst thou genuine action know — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou ignorance destroy, 
Wouldst thou well thy mind employ, 
Wouldst thou taste transcendent joy — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou vanquish fear and ill, 
Wouldst thou rise to worth and skill, 
Wouldst thou well thy aim fulfil — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou be nor lame nor weak, 
Wouldst thou fearless range and seek, 
Wouldst thou scale the mountain-peak — 

Aspire ! 
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Wouldst thou from illusion flee^ 
Wouldst thou frank and modest be, 
Wouldst thou stand erect and free — 

Aspire! 

Wouldst thou sordid greed despise, 
Wouldst thou to dominion rise, 
Wouldst thou noble be, and wise — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou danger meet and brave, 
Wouldst thou life and honour save, 
Wouldst thou fill a hero's grave — 

Aspire ! 

Wouldst thou baffle frowning fate, 
Wouldst thou shine in camp or state, 
Wouldst thou with immortals mate — 

Aspire ! 

Hepel each false and foul desire. 
Divinely yearn, live, love, admire, 
If thou wouldst worthily Aspire ! 
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XIX. 

I would my masters were like him 

Of whom I've heard men speak; 
Aod not these niggard worldlings grim, 

Whose visage makes me sick. 
In vain alive I toil and strive, 

Like any jaded jennet; 
Myself deprive, and fret and drive — 

To do enough I cannot. 
I grieve that ever I was born; 

I grieve to see the day return; 
From morn till night, from night till morn. 

My weary flesh doth ache and burn. 

Who eaith I want the pith and heart 1 

Who saith I want the wilH 
Who saith I scorn the humble part 

Which I should bravely fill ? 
And thus I groan, and thus I moan. 

The long, long day, and bitter; 
For hearts all stone, and brows all bone. 

These feelings smite and fritter. 
Oh wo is me ! would I were dead ! 

Would I were in my quiet grave — 
Its silence round about me spread ! 

There eyes may kill — there tongues may rave ! 
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Sometimes, they say, in oily tone, 

Dear Lucy, we're so push'd, 
Unless all night we urge it on, 

Dame Lollipop 's nonplos'd. 
And so, for some fat floundering dame. 

Yet more and more we're scriven, 
And some big name still serves the game, 

And day and night we're driven. 
Oh how I hate their ugly face — 

Their wrinkled, dark, and sordid stare ! 
Though they at table blab a grace, 

A fiend seems through their bones to glare ! 

Were yon grey lynx an angel high, 

To judge me heart and hand. 
Oh how I'd skip, and run, and fly, 

Absorb'd in his command ! 
But these canaille of modes and style — 

These prigs, and dames, and flunkeys — 
Why toil and moil, and drudge and droil, 

The fool of sloths and monkeys ! 
Te are but draff I eat, sleep, and slave ! 

This brainless comfort they bestow — 
An idiot life, an idiot grave. 

They rain upon us here below. 

I hate the world — I hate its ways; 

I long for peace and rest. 
Oh for a glimpse of those calm days 

They say surround the blest ! 
I hate its void and tow'ring pride. 

Its worldly popes and bishops, • 
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Its grasping need and heartless greed, 

And dote upon its mis'aps. 
I care not if to-day I die; 

I care not if my heart should break; 
I care not how or where I lie: 

Let slugs and worms at large partake ! 

One night — oh how the heavens did glow ! — 

Thus weary, feint, and worn — 
The river murmur'd soft and low — 

My heart all sear*d and torn — 
The stars above, the sheen beneath — 

Such peacefulness and beauty ! 
Such clasping love, such flow'ring faith. 

Such smiling power and pity! — 
I sank upon the crisp green sward 

O'erpower'd, on streaming tears upborne: 
That hour my soul had its reward, 

And strength and joy broke like the morn ! 

I rose above the world's dark tide — 

I triumph'd o'er its ills; 
I found Him out, my star, my guide — 

The Sun which lights and fills ! 
I pity those who trod me down, 

Poor, weary slaves of pleasure ! 
I would they knew the Kingly One — 

My love, my life, my treasure ! 
And now for Him the same Til do. 

And more ten thousand thousand fold, 
Had I but hearts and bands enow, 

And turn it all to shining gold. 
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XX. 

Honour this fine world? This fool's paradise? 
This gibbering phantasmagoria? 
This Lethe of sin? dense with bull-headed, 
Bat-wing'd, greasy spectres 1 From its mitred head 
To its unnamed, indescribable feet. 
Pride, avarice, vanity, venality, 
Peering through every pore I 
Long since, when I sent Satan hellward, 
I hurFd this same world into the street, 
And left it, with its great swoln face, 
In the black mud. 
For is it to be borne ! Consider it ! 
That eighteen hundred years have elapsed 
Since the earth groan'd, and the heavens did bend. 
And Wisdom spoke, and eternity shone; 
And here, in highly renown'd Stearaland, 
In what do they now believe? Where is there — 
From golden Hyperion to the Bear, 
From imperial Orion to dim Apes, 
From unmeasured galaxy to galaxy — 
Such another 1 Amused with priest-dagonry ! 
Court-gimcracks, mammonism — of the earth, earthy ! 
Full of usurping Simonists — 
Oracles oracular of nescience — - 
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Mass and miracle purveyors — 

Dogmatical venders of lifeless doctrine — 

Finical dealers in barren logic — 

Apostles of ceremonies — 

Interest-mongers sold to lucre — 

Trade-plodders fierce in small accomplishments — 

Uxorious^ despotic, tetrical 

Coiners of self-honour and approbation — 

Quacks, litigators, practical jokers — 

Buyers and sellers of slaves, themselves slaves — 

All stamped and bumish'd in the mint of Fashion ! 

How shall they conquer? Cast forth sin and self? 

Discern the inward mant Possess the Spirit? 

Make the universe their home? 

Where are all those fond ones, friends of my youth, 
Who walk'd with me, talk'd with me, err'd with me ? 
With the sky above, and the great sea beneath. 
By night and by day, in storm and sunshine, 
I push'd on and on through the unknown deep: 
As my hands have been put to the plough. 
Though stumbling, falling oft, I look'd not back. 
But cross'd the great currents and the isles. 
Leaving far behind the home of my youth. 
Never to return ! 

Far before me lie the peaceful abodes. 
The golden gates, fringed with celestial fire. 
On the pure rivers, on their pinnaces 
Of pearl, I see the happy spirits becalm'd, 
And the perennial fountains of love. 
And the cloudless heights of divine peace and joy. 
And the city ! 

B 
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Between, on the seas of Simulation, 
Hope, Dissimulation, men and women 
Pass and repass — ^kind, beautiful beings, 
With lighted brow, and eyes and motion light, 
Of a sweet, noble, heroic aspect, 
Eich in culture, spiritual, chosen; 
And others, rnde, unahapelj, discordant, 
With faces and voices foul and disorder'd. 

Across the gulfs — dimly understood — 
We hail each other. I hear them, and fancy 
Them above, below, on this side, and that; 
And love, pity, honour, take and give aid, 
Discerning that which is necessary. 
The possible, and the impossible. 
The beauty and the dignity of the free; 
And that where much is given, much is required. 

Thus I sought excellence and the excellent. 
With a continuous and exceeding love. 
And rejoiced in the strength and splendour of youth, 
And laboured and lived, and was borne upward, 
As by invisible wings, far above. 
And beheld judgment, condemnation. 
Creation, justice, temperance, chastity. 
And gazed on the beauty of truth, and its source. 
And the great channel of heroic knowledge; 
And I was free, and knew it not. 
Being fascinated with life; for the gift 
Must be received, experienced, enjoy'd. 
Ere it is consciously discern'd, that the gift, 
The Giver, and the receiver be distinguish'd, 
And grace shine as grace. 
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And I remembered and knew my vileness, 
And saw that penitence, belief, and faith 
Were the vital products of the gift — 
Its grand genetic characteristics — 
The process of the working, opposing, 
Bestraining, awakening, delivering from death, 
Elevating, ennobling, purifying. 
By the great power of a new spirit ! 
And I knew my Bedeemer, and the truth 
Did make me free — and death was not ! 

Moreover, I strove to see distinctly 
This great and wonderful miracle 
Which flird me; and behold it was light — 
Vital, self-revealing, soul-kindling light ! 
And I saw the depth of iniquity. 
And heard the music of aspiration, 
And felt the majesty of true freedom. 
And the all-capableness of the soul. 
And the rushing breath of inspiration. 
And the beauty of those that dwell in God: 
And I abhorr'd sin with a great abhorrence ! 

And I saw on all sides the ineffable 
Divine goodness, and that it was infinite, 
And fiird the universe, and surrounded 
And press'd upon the unbelieving. 
And the worldly, and idle, and reckless; 
And they had nor eyes to see, nor ears to hear, 
Nor hands to touch it. — And I was amazed ! 

And I saw that reason, attempting 
To penetrate divine things, is like a bee 
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In a crystal palace, perpetuallj 

Check'd by iDcomprehensible barriers, 

Yet still soaring and seeking aloft 

That door of perfect liberty which is 

On the low ground of self-abasement beneath; 

And which it can only find, by laying 

Aside its pertinacious self-will. 

And humbly submitting to be led. 

Indeed, in this experiment of soaring, 

Up and out, we and our whole nature 

Disappear, vanish, become extinct. 

Like a miserable phosphorescence 

Overtaken by the sun; returning 

Consciousness finding us exactly 

Where we were, or falling, like the stunn'd bee, 

Stupified to the ground. 

When, however, living faith and insight 
Present divine truths to the admiring 
Oaze of wise reason, it then finds its primitive, 
Long-lost Eden: it is then its function 
To apprehend, develop, institute. 

Here is the fountainhead of Christian 
Philosophy and legislation: — 
Impossible to reason, without faith ! 

By faith, reason is introduced to the 
Inexhaustible relations, possibilities. 
And uses of divine things, and thus to the inner 
Wonders and harmony of the universe; 
But not thereby to the inner being 
Of the Secret One. For what in itself 
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Is Love] What is Nature] What is Matter ? 

We know, and we know that we do not know: 

It transcends all knowledge. 

God manifests Himself everywhere, 

And yet remains altogether inscrutable. 

It is the infinite and inexhaustible 

Relations, uses, beauty, and harmony 

Of his kingdom — ^the sphere-music — we are, 

In part, admitted to hear and see ! 

For, while natural things are believed in, 

Because seen, spiritual things must be 

Truly believed in,. while yet unseen, 

Otherwise the spiritual world remains shut. 

Faith is the evidence of things not seen ! 

He who liveth and believeth, shall never die ! 

And he who believeth not, is condemned already ! 

But faith is not the summit merely 

Of understanding, intellect, morality, 

But the true light and heat, knowledge and power, 

And inward presence, of spiritual life, 

Active in the soul, shining within it, 

Investing it with unknown possibilities, 

Crowning it with a new relevation, 

As the visible sunshine crowns the mountain-top: 

For those are a growth from below — 

Plants native to the soul; the other, 

The evidence of a new life descending 

From above, and therefore not a thing 

That man can in any way but the true way 

Command ! — ^the love of God, the ever-living 

And redeeming Word and Spirit ! 

For it is clear, by reason of the presence 
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Of sin and degradation in us, 

That the divine capacities of the soul 

Are darkened, diseased, imprison'd: hence pain, 

Longing, labour, mental and moral misery, 

And the reasonableness of training. 

Discipline, culture, untiring eflFort, 

To remove this darkness, that the soul stand forth 

In all its pristine energy and beauty. 

But, while this latter development 
Depends on the freedom, integrity. 
And activity of the yet trammell'd soul, 
And while the knowledge thus, by labour, 
Learning, study, discover'd and applied 
Proceeds by slow degrees to accurate 
And beautiful results in the physical, 
And at best to improved habits and manners 
In the social and political, world. 
True inward freedom comes by intuition. 
Spiritual communion, idea. 
For not knowledge raiseth to truth and life, 
But the true life giveth perfect knowledge ! 
This is the crowning felicity — 
Abolishing in its light all uncertainty: 
Man then becomes a new creature; 
The soul is no longer sway'd by dead systems. 
Windy doctrines, alien authorities; 
It is self-intelligent Purpose — 
The spirit seeing its sublime destination — 
The soul willing its immortal career — 
In which the end to be attain'd, the way. 
And the means, are immediately visible. 
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And henceforth, at all times, and everywhere. 
To be in word and deed realised. 
And if, in the previous state, bondage. 
In one form or another, was the rule. 
And momentary glimpses of freedom 
The accident, liberty is now the rule. 
And momentary bondage the accident: 
And this must more or less continue. 
Till the final struggle, overthrow, 
And complete and perfect stripping off 
Of mortality, when the spirit goes forth, 
For ever incorruptible, exalted, and free ! 

And I saw that the grand characteristic 
Of the true soul, in all ages, is the force 
And freedom with which, in one way or 
Another, he perseveres in this work, 
And draws, impels, and encloses others in it; 
And that, by reason of the perpetual 
Generation, increase, and renewal 
Of this gross, involved, defective body 
Of the world, this work was difficult, 
Onerous, and continual, and, in 
The vastness of its indefinite movement. 
Sea-like, unfathomable, overwhelming — 
Penetrable only to the Eye of Omniscience — 
Eeinable only by the Arm of a God ! 
Hence heroes and heroic action — 
Vast organisations — compulsive laws — 
Wavelike rise and fall of civilisations — 
Now kissing, foam-like, the skies — now thundering 
down the abys 
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World-storms and calms — mighty agitations — 

Perpetual war and misunderstanding — 

And the ever-renew'd unfolding, through conflict, 

Of the quenchless powers of the deathless soul, 

In the vast and glorious drama of the ages, 

Where the god-like becomes visible even to sense. 

The mighty Gk>d acteth through the mouth 

Of an angel, a man, or an ass. 

And everywhere and how it pleaseth Him. 

And since it is so, why complain? Not complaining, 

But acting our part nobly and well, 

Is delicious ! What finer arena 

Is conceivable for the education 

Of the sons of God — destined to become god-like ? 

Can God's sons be educated in a sleepy world? 

Prolific of fierce antagonisms — 

Of iufinite scope, infinite peril, 

Infinite growth — and, through that Arm which is 

Almighty, infinite victory! 

Come, then, my brothers, with a free, cloudless, 
All-confiding, indestructible, rejoicing trust 
In the great and ever-bless'd God and Saviour ! 
Let us shape for the Jaspar City ! 
Already, through the gloom, I see, or think I see, 
The peerless sapphires ! Fly we the great swamp ! 
The seas are rough — ^the horizons frown — 
The lightnings leap — and our hearts leap with joy ! 
The night howls, but the day is on high ! 
Strike, my brothers ! strike ! Like a constellation, 
We go through the illimitable spheres for ever ! 
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XXI. 

Blest with abundance, 
Sole possessor of fair and ample demesne, 
This I will do, 
Be wise and true ! 
Upon the Book of Ages I will lean, 
Not earth's redundance. 

Around in these halls, 
Stand the mighty shadows of my ancestors; 
Afar sublime. 
Through distant time, 
Like a noble avenue, my fathers 

Look down from the walls. 

They regard my steps. 
By day and by night, silent they regard me; 
Like watchful eyes, 
Through silent skies. 
They seem to question, and wait to reward me. 
With their fateful lips. 

Despoil'd be these limbs, 
When I send from my door the indigent child ! 
Be the beauty 
Of sweet pity 
Erased from my soul; be haggard and wild 
My features and dreams ! 
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The milk in my breast, 

If I shame thee, may it stagnate for ever! 

Ye lordly men, 

Of prophet mien, 

Look down and smile upon my endeavour ! 

Great light of the blest. 

The powerful seek me — 
Unasked, yea unbidden, they obey me; 
With flattery. 
And courtesy. 
They stoop to please, honour, or betray me ! 
From danger keep me ! 

Be Judith accursed. 
When she aideth the destroyer or tyrant. 
On brave or weak. 
Torture to wreak! 
Or withhold from the baffled aspirant 
The warmth of her breast. 

Consumed be all pride ! 
Be its empire Satanic made desolate ! 
Be head and root 
Smote with the foot! 
Let Beauty and Goodness be absolute, 
Unbounded, and wide! 

Let me remember 
My name and my house; the heights which have fed me; 
A thousand rills. 
My being fills; 
Their sources are dim with antiquity — 
Stately their number. 
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And so must it be: 
It is mystery all behind and before us; 
What once was there, 
Now liveth here, 
And the First from all death shall restore us: 
The Last still is He! 

So speaketh my soul. 
In the depths of its darkness and grandeurs. 
Afar is heard 
The mighty Word, 
And its breathings are heavy with splendours, 
As onward they roll. 

I go to arrange ! 
Attended, He cometh, the One I have chosen. 
I must illume 
My royal room ! 
This night shall be done what death shall not loosen, 
Eternity change! 
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1. 

I, Briareus — giant Briareus — 
Calm, obedient, and valorous; 
I Briareus, graye, old, and wise. 
With my fifty thousand heads — 

My pyramid of heads — 

And numberless eyes. 

And numberless arms, 
Short and long, 
Weak and strong; 
I who can pluck a flower at my feet, 
Or a bearded castle from the mountain-top — 

I, Briareus, who of old 
Did notable things in heat and cold — 
I, Briareus, grave, wise, and old — 

I sing of my doings bold; 

My mbfortunes I unfold ! 



I, Briareus, young and old, 
Went to the East. 

I, Briareus, went by sea. 

A thousand ships I required. 

To stow my arms and eyes, 
And all my large size. 
Which was much admired. 
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To Turkey I went, 
To vile confinenient, 
In dismal cantonment; 

Where, ill air'd. 
My health was impair'd. 
Like Samson, I was shorn, 
Left as weak as when bom; 
Inert and lazy, 
I grew almost crazy, 
I roar'd with fury. 
I who pluck'd Gibraltar and the Indies, 
Left to rot among pigmies — 
I who long since, with my old eyes — 
Eyes old and } oung — 
Had read the skies. 
Read them off like a book; 
I who beat Thales and Euclid — 

4. 
I, immortal old Briareus — 
I, Briareus, who needs not to lie. 
Who, though immortal, could afford to die — 
I, Briareus, the fearless and chivalrous. 
Went from Varna 
To Eupatoria ! 
In the order and beauty. 
In the strength and majesty, 
Of Art and Science, 
In noble alliance, 
I skimm*d with my thousand wings 
The deep! 
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Like a paragon swallow, 
Like a wing'd Mars or Apollo, 

I went ! 
I beat Daedalus hollow I 
I, Briareus, lore 
Art, science, commerce, and pudding; 
I can preach too, 
And review. 
I like beer and good feeding. 
I have clear'd wildernesses, 
Built palaces. 
Harbours, and eities/ 
I beat Hercules, Themistoclea^ and Phidias ! 



6. 

Wise old Briareus, 
Grave and brave old Briareus, 
Though I can and often do fight, 

Peaceable is my name ! 
I hate darkness, and love the light; 
I love the moors, too, and game. 



6. 
With sword and gun. 
Like Britannia's son, 
Belted and scorched, 
To Alma I march*d. 

I, Briareus, march'd to its Heights,. 

Through clouds, fire, and thunder, 
To mortals a wonder. 
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In defiance 

Of the power and science 

Of the Emperor of All the Russias, 

I scaled its grim peaks, 

I trod them under, 
With mj foremost feet in the cannon's teeth ! 
His myrmidons fled to their distant retreats ! 

All the finest and best 

Foot and horsemen at rest: 

Spectators were they 

Of the glorious fray — 

Of the charge and recoil, 

Of the havoc and spoil, 

Of the care of the wounded, 

Of the rites of the dead. 

Of the sympathy shed, 

By Briareus the brave! 
Briareus, the friend of the slave ! 
Briareus, the dread of the knave ! 

The powerful Briareus, 

More kindly than furious ! 

Briareus the peaceable. 

The kind and hospitable. 

Whose- Rock and whose Flag 

Shields the fiend-hunted stag. 

7. 
I, Briareus, old and young, solemn and gay, 
Did once a striking thing in the ballad way — 

Drama, they call it. 

None can touch it. 

I beat iEschylus, 



272 FANTASIA AND VISION, 

And Sophocles, 
And Eurip. 
People laugh at drones. 
But there is something pleasant in droning, 
And bumming 
And humming. 
In moments of ease 
I do all these, 
And forsooth. 
Because I speak the truth. 
They call me egotist, pedant, heretic ! 

Poor perishable creatures, \ 

They come and go, are well and sick — 
They understand not Briareus ! 

Deciduous, 
They fall from me like leaves ! 
Creatures of a day, 
They pass away ! 
But where is the birth-place of Briareus? 
They look, and find darkness ! 
Can they pierce Erebus? 
Can they scale Olympus) 
Can they remember the morning of my years ? 
The stars in their courses, 
The earth and its forces, 
Compare with Briareus 1 
The great sounding deeps. 
He ranges in ships: 
In his fire-trains he trips; 
In the might of their mirth. 
He traverseth the earth ! 
Wide his dominion. 
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8. 

My name is John Briareus: 
They call me Bull, 

Fool, 
Incapable, 
And other names. 
I have daughters too: 
Where are their fellows? 
They are peerless ! 

Beal ladies ! 
Once in idle ploy. 
Too, I made a toy — 
A Jenny, I think they call it — 
To the delight of men and babies, 
And the astonishment of Parliament, 
Where its merits were canvass'd. 
I am Briareus the reverent: 
Punch is my son's name. 

9. 
Much in the style of Bardolph and Falstaff, 
Of Pym and of Pistol, 
I went to Sebastopol, 
And pitch'd by its walls, 
Amid torrents of balls: 

And there, 
In conflict with the Bear, 
And the Powers of the air, 
I was sick and ill; 
Of misery I had my fill. 
There was no mighty Henry, 
No great fiery soul — 
Genius, they call it — 



274 FANTASIA A5D TI8I0V. 

To control 
And impel 
My parts and whole ! 
For Briareus, 
In his parts, is infinitely yarioas; 
It is his characteristic, 
To be one and majestic, 
Or divide and descend. 
To a surface extend. 
To a nation expand; 
Or be all these at once ! 
Betreat and advance. 
Be separate, 
Concentrate — 
All in a glance. 
But even Briareus hath a limit: 
Though immortal, he is finite. 
He is an inquirer. 
Not a conjurer: 
He cannot make heads; 
They grow! 
Wm or nill, 
Fast or slow. 
They come and go. 
He acknowledgeth, and bendeth low- 
In his heart he saith, 

There, above. 
Is the Source of Love. 

10. 
Excess of freedom 
Had nigh undone me ! 
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I am Briareus the free — 
According to law free. 
M7 infirmity and ill 
Is, 
That I lack organic, habitual, 
Unity and continuity of will. 
In my manifold, antagonistic nature, 
I was like a distracted sinner. 
Instead of each rill 
Swelling to one majestic river of will. 
Moved by wisdom, energy, and skill — 
Genius to execute and fulfil, 
I was overrun with canals and sluices — 
Discrete conduits and spaces — 
Contending passions and faces — 
Struggle for places — 
Deadly stoppages — 
Bepletion there — 
Starvation here — 
Irresponsible tapehood, 
In the place of responsible manhood: 
Dull routine accepted, 
True merit neglectedj 
Was it wonderful 
Briareus became wof ul 1 



11. 
The Autumn, 
With golden footfall, 
Was now passing 
Away! 
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Through the woods 
The choristers 
Were sweetly hjrmning 
A sad farewell — 
A last remembrance — 
Of Spring! 

12. 
At the break of day, 
My troopers and horses, 
All unpastured, 
Unvestured — 
The peerless troopers and horses 
Of Briareus ! 
Suddenly heard 
The trump 
Call to battle ! 
Erect rose their ears — 
Erect and high their heads rose ! 
Their necks and manes did curve ! 

Their eyes shot flame 1 
With distended nostril 
They career ! 
Vital with fire, 
Power flashed in their limbs ! 
Their throats thundered 
As they curved to the field ! 
On Balaklava's plain. 

Already in line. 
Stand the Gaels, of immortal fame; 

Grey and strong 
As the rocks out of which they came ! 
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In line they front 
The woody heights of Sebastopol ! 
Scattered heights, gorges, and glens ! 
Now silver'd with skirmishers and the mists of morn — 
Skirmishers of the enemy ! 

Whose army, 
Thirty thousand strong. 
In full appointment. 
Massed in battle array, 

Advance ! 
Toward the Gaels they come ! 
Cossacks and Hussars 
In full charge 
Thundering ! 
In vain ! 
As well may they think to override the cliffs of Cairngorm 
As that thin ridge of steel ! 
Fire! 
Already they reel. 
Once more — 
Fire ! 
Like a rock-split wave, 
They plunge backward ! 
And are as they had never been. 
But with sea-like power 

Come other. 
Deeper and mightier masses, 

Surging on I 
Honour to the brave ! 
But, O Russian fools ! 
Is it these terrible Greys — 
These Enniskillen — 
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Ye invite? 
They come ! 
Like the whirlwind they come ! 
And like a forest plough'd by whirlwinds 
Te are pierced, broken, shatter'd. 
Like wrecks, 
Like waifs! 
Before their double charge. 
One after another. 
Ye are trampled; 
Ye are swept clean away. 
Thick lie the wounded and dead. 
Hark! 
An echo! 
A whisper! 
A rushing, 
As it were the haste of a horseman — 

Of a Captain — 
On the wings of the wind ! 
Blown, he comes! 
Speak ! 

? 

Speak again ! 
We are not Quixote — 
Nor are these windmills 
Which front us ! 
They are bristling batteries, 
Not unreal spectres; 
Great guns they are, thirty of them. 
Fronting and flanking us ! 
Iron volcanoes! 
Crater mouths, 
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Womb'd with sulphur and ball. 

Mass'd on all sides are cavalry, 

With infantry behind and about, 

Mass'd! 

We are seven hundred? 

They twenty thousand! 

Speak! 
We are soldiers, 
British solders! 
The Royals, 
The Guards— 
Not Quixote I 
They are a mile and a-half distant — 
Two miles ! 
Speak, sir! speak! 
There are the enemy ! 
There are the guns! 
It is your duty to take them ! 
Sound to battle! 
Charge! 
Already, with distended chests, 
With iron force, 
Horses and men. 
Invincible in courage, 
Thundering, 
Grind the earth ! 
And thirty guns too thunder! 
And in fire, smoke, and thunder 
They are 
Lost!— 
Hush! 
They are at them ! 
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They beard the grim monsters — 
They cut, slash, hew the gunners — 
To pieces they hew them — 
And in the enemy's very heart 
Wheel and pause, 

Amazed, 
And can no more ! 
Immortal honour to the brave Chasseurs ! 
In this thrilling, intensely thrilling moment. 
All they can do, they will do 

Well! 
And now, ye braves, back — 
With lightning speed, back ! 
Through volleys of artillery. 
Through volleys of musketry, 
Attack'd on all sides — 
With lightning speed, back! 
They surround you ! 
And with wind-speed, back they go. 
Through fire, thunder, and hail ! 
Through infantry hordes. 
Through cavalry hordes. 
They cut their way ! 
But not seven hundred. 
A brave, bloody, agonising feat. 
By Briareus done 
In the blaze of noon ! 

13. 
By Briareus, the brave — 
By Briareus, the soldier and tar. 
Who, though he does and must fight, loves not war- 
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Briareus, who loveth better good works and ways; 
Who, though at times he praiseth, hateth praise; 
Who hateth to slaughter, or be slaughter'd; 
As much as he hates to be robVd or fetter'd; 
Who for law and for freedom will dare all; 
Whose whole life has been, and is, a battle — 
Truly he knows not at times for what ! 
To Briareus, it is his sad lot: 
For though he beat Don faster — 
Then long ago the Armada of his king and master — 
He is no Quixote ! 
What good is there in it? 
See what comes of it ! 
Now in his pain. 
He must bury the slain ! 
This is his gain ! 
And then, 
Again ! 

14. 
Here in the winter, 
Without a splinter; 
III clothed, without fuel — 
Short of coffee, rice, gruel — 
Not a morsel of bacon, 
Nor even medicine; 
Trenching and sapping, 
Blasting, erecting, 
Repelling, attacking. 
Sometimes assaulting — 
I, Briareus, the beautiful ! 
I, Briareus, the dutiful ! 
I, Briareus, the athletic ! 
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Became stifi^ meagre, rheumatic ! 
In the wet ditches. 
Tortured with stitches, 
Incipient typhus and cholera. 
Dysentery, 
Chronic misery; 
And such an element around, 
Did the ears day and night confound. 
Such a ferment of fire, sulphur, and sound — 
Like sere leaves in autumn, my parts fell around. 

Wild winds the camp rent, 

Like loose straw, hut and tent 

O'er the wilderness went; 

While his tars and his ships, 

His Firebrands and Wanderers, 

Bellerophons, Leanders, 

And their brave commanders. 

Were dash'd on the rocks, 

Or heaved to the clouds. 

As they toiFd in the roads, 

'Midst the terrible storm. 

They were worse than was Hero, 

When he, passion- warm. 

With the breakers made merry. 

In the sea's roaring womb, 

Some, like him, found a tomb; 

Nought weather'd the shock, 

But the earth-rooted rock, 

And Briareus the brave ! 

He withstood wind and wave, 

Though he nigh found his grave! 
The gallant Briareus, 
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His state was precarious, 
But not inglorious. 
Who heard Briareus complain? 
Who saith he did not his duty? 
Giant in will — 
Giant in toil ! 
For listen J 
16. 
But a few days or so, 
Ere this quick storm did blow, 
In: the waste of the night — 
Through the gloom and mist of the morning, 
Like a bear, like a wolf, they crept forth! 
Dark masses and mighty crept round by the north! 
Not a star, not a beam, was burning — 
Scarce a glimmer of light ! 
At the call of the bugle, 
Like a lion, like an eagle. 
He flew— - 
He leapt ! 
Like a messenger of death, 
His sword from its sheath 

Did leap, 
Fresh laurels to reap ! 
Through the gloom he sped. 
Wherever the sulphur red 
Shook the earth, as it leapt from its bed ! 
Dismal and grey. 
Crept the face of the day, 
On its mist-hidden way; 
And a rumour of horsemen 
And footmen. 
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Advancing by Inkermann, 

The quick ear 

Can hear ! 
To arms, ye brave! 
With minie and glaive, 
Sweep the hordes to their grave ! 
With the cannon's red lightning, 
The gloom now b brightening; 
Right and left, and before, 
Unearthly the roar 
Of the mischievous missives. 
Of the deadly explosives ! 

And hush 1 
The patter and prattle, 
The roar and the rattle, 
The rush of the battle! 
And volley on volley 
Of musketry follow. 

Here and there, 

Everywhere, 
Resounds the wild bray ! 
Through the misty morn grey, 
Throughout the long noon. 

The grapple 

And struggle. 
The hurtling and din. 
Of twenty to one. 
Of hundreds to tens. 
Of thousands to hundreds ! 
And the Coldstream is red, 
In its blood-heated bed, 
As it forces its way. 
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Through the living and dead, 
Through the valley below, 
To the redoubt above I 
And valleys and plain, 
Redoubt, wall, ravine, 
And glades, tents, and post-road, 
Are piled with the slain — 
The thick rain of the dead ! 
Andwhat, fellow? what 1 
Brave Cathcart, and Strangways, and Groldie are fallen, 
The famous are fallen! 
And thousands of braves 
Are gone to their graves! 
While fierce on the left 
A huge sortie is cleft; 
Overthrown right and left 
By the Chasseurs a-pied. 
With the terrible minie ! 
And rapid as light. 
Or the eagle's swift flight, 
To our aid on the right, 
With their Eagles of war, 
Charge the brave Antemarre ! 
And deadly the onset, 
With minie and bayonet! 

Once! 

Twice! 

Thrice! 
Through the whole allied line, 
To each other unknown. 
They push onward, and on; 
And the struggle b fierce. 
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As they slash and they pierce , 
As the foe they disperse ! 
Onward, ye brave ! 
The retreat 
Is beat ! 
Pursue ! 
Defeat ! 
0*er the heights, o*er the ridge, 
Over Inkermann bridge^ 
The thinn*d legions retreat ! 
The battle's done! 
Inkermann's won ! 
By Briareus the grave, 
By his brother and ally, the brave, 
With his rapid Zouave ! 
By Briareus the kind. 



16. 
Lift high the voice; 
Strike the harp, and rejoice ! 
For humanity's sake, 
Be these the last laurels 
On battle-field won ! 
No more may such quarrels 
Obscure the sweet sun ! 
Let the wounded partake 
Of thy sympathy sweet: 
With each other compete ! 
Oh hasten, ye brave, 
The poor wounded to save ! 
Friend and foe to assist 
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To their couch, to their rest, 
To the Nightingale's nest — 
To the home of my Florence; 
For sweet is the incense 
Of pity and love ! 

17. 
Let love, and endurance, and faithfulness live, 
To adorn, not disfigure, mankind. 
And good deeds for evil the wiser must give, 
Till they open the eyes of the blind; 

Till a brother and teacher 

Is seen in each creature — 

The love of a Father 

lu all things is found. 

18. 
So museth Briareus— 
Briareus the hopeful, 
The sinful and grateful; 
As now, at his ease. 
He reflects on his ways, 
On the thunders and blunders, 
The hairbreadth escapes. 
The wild hazards and perils, 
The needs and the deeds, 
That drove him distracted, 
The while he enacted 
The horrors of war. 
Best known from afar. 
May none to him dear 
Behold such a sight, 
In the waste of the night. 
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As met his sad eyes, 
When, placid and clear, 
Fell the light of the moon 
0*er the bloody field red, 
Ghastly wild with the dead, 
Which, mangled and gniff, 
Seem*d to gibber and laugh. 
As the moonbeams in leashes 
Danced o'er their dead faces. 
Fantastic and wild 
The slain masses were piled; 
The dead and the wounded, 
All mass*d and confounded. 
To a jelly were pounded; 
Those hearts and those hands, 
Which that day had been warm 
With the heat and the storm, 
Now, bleeding in thousands, 
Lay scatter'd around. 
19. 
Sad sight to Briareus, 
Who now in his tenderness 

Wander*d wherever 
A groan reach*d his ear ! 
Speak, brother, speak. 
If yet thou art able ! 
Or art thou too feeble. 
But breathe on my cheek. 
And I'll bear thee away ! 
For, whate'er be his weakness, 
To friend or to foe, that heart ne'er was ruthless 
Which beats in Briareus the brave ! 
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20. 

Lift higher the voice ! 

Strike the harp, and rejoice ! 
Let us speak of the grandeur and beauty of man ! 
Let us call to remembrance the Hock whence he came ! 
Nor rehearse the sad scenes of the fatal Bedan ! 
Or think of war's blunders with sorrow or shame ! 
Alas ! the true blunder, so fatal to men, 
Is the pride and the darkness which leads to a game 
So unworthy of man, so devoid of true fame. 
Though a mirage of glory athwart it may flame, 
It is none the less brutal, inhuman, insane I 
Accursed be oppression's iniquitous reign ! 
Be the blind sway of tyranny finish'd and done ! 
Be the march of true freedom through Europe begun ! 

21. 

Lift higher the voice ! 

Strike the harp, and rejoice ! 
Let us speak of the beauty and grandeur of man ! 
Let us call to remembrance the Bock whence he came ! 
How wondrous in form and in movement is man ! 
How mighty in act, how mysterious his mien ! 
With his feet on the ground, and his thought fiEtr on high, 
He pierceth the earth, and he readeth the sky ! 
He is lord of the earth, and he bends to his will; 
He compelleth all nature his ends to fulfil; 
He ruleth ¥rithin him a turbulent throng 
Of passions and forces, which heave like a sea 
In vision and thought a clear Cosmos is he. 
His soul is a mirror of beauty and truth; 
From age unto age he reneweth his youth ! 
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22. 
Lift higher the voice ! 
Strike the harp, and rejoice ! 
Let us gpeak of the beauty and grandeur of man ! 
Let ns call to remembrance the Rock whence he came ! 
What miracles high for mankind have been done ! 
In legions bright angels STiTTOtind him unseen ! 
The Omnipotent Father regardeth his sons ! 
Rejoicing among them. He skips and He runs ! 
He hath guided and spoken, and led them along 
Through waste howling deserts, green pastures among ! 
He is mighty to save, and his arm is a rock. 
Whence He sends forth the rivers of life to his flock ! 
He surrounds them with love, in his bosom they flourish; 
On the searohless delights of his wisdom they nourish ! 
Strike the harp, and rejoice ! let us praise his great Name, 
Who is yesterday, now, and for ever the same ! 
Strike the harp, :find rejoice ! 
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I'm the Smith of Sraitheden! attend to my song, 

All ye who are workers in metal; 
Whether married, or single, young, old, short or long, 
It matters not one single tittle. 
His hammer he swings. 
Till the round heaven rings; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

The world is wide, but its hills he can stride, 

And his arms can reach up to the stars; 
And upward and downward, and backward and onward, 
He reacheth about for his bars; 
He can hang up a bell. 
In heaven or hell; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 



His shop is as large as the limit of apace, 

And as broad as the basis of time, 
And his goods you may see them wherever your face 

Meets the earth or the heaven sublime. 
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From the wisdom of Job, 

He can shape you a god; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 

In a deep central gorge, 

Eesoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Should an order come in from the Monarch of Sin, 

To forge him a powerful deceiver, 
The mountains in chorus resound with the din, 
As I beat him with hammer and cleaver; 
Till out comes a Pope, 
With a creed and a rope; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Eesoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no mao ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

When a herald appears from the radiant spheres, 

With his shining plumes glistering white, 
I know, ere he speaketh, the order he bears 
Is a mirror of beauty and light; 
I burnish and blow it. 
Till out comes a Poet; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Eesoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 
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As his shop with its goods is extensive and full, 

Unlimited too his vocation; 
To repair or renew, forge a star or a bull, 
Or repeat with a small alteration; 
Or smite, like a god, 
A whole universe broad; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Should a lady arrive in her carriage, hot haste, 

That night to a drawing-room plighted — 
Come, make me a bouquet of lily-work chaste ! 
The Smith rubs his hands, all delighted; 
In less than two hours, 
Go the delicate flowers; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Sometimes there comes in a hot-headed believer, 

All bursting with praise of his deeds; 
Like a burglar, I say to him, Stand and deliver. 
Thou shadow of tatters and weeds; 
And I forge him a cell 
In the centre of hell; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
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In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his Ibrge; 
And be eareth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Sometimes there is wanted a column or spire, 

Or an ornament over a door; 
I hasten the bellows^ I hasten the fire, 
And sing, as they crackle and roar; 
And a Laureate's head 
Heat, hammer, and spread; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he eareth for no man! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Regardless is he who hia customers be, 

And all things to him are but lumber; 
A pig or a parson, a book or the sea, 

You may place if you please is the number; 
When driving his work^ 
A whole sect he will burke; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he eareth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

And alas ! he G&n tell not how fancy 's begotten, 
But he'll mete you the height of the sun; 

If you look, you will dee he has made it a button, 
And a pyramid made of the moon; 
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The circle he'll square, 

Or he'll curve you hair; 
So worketh. the Smith of Smitheden 1 

In a deep central gorge, 

Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careildi for no man! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

When an overgrown priest, with his card-hat and oil, 

And his sleek head, all shaven atop, 
Comes whispering his fitness to save a lost soul, 
Sin and vice for a trifle to lop, 
A serpent I hollow, 
The great hog to swallow; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep centvftl gorge, 
Kesoundeth his forge; 
And he caretb for no man! 
The jolly okt ^ith of Smitheden. 

He can reach to the moon, as he told you before, 

He can reach too across the Atlantic, 
And forge you slave-tyrants as dark as earth's core, 
Pure Southerners, blazing and frantic: 
Or he'll shape you a dream. 
Or he'll shape you a gleam; 
So worketh the Qmiih of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 
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No matter to him, while his steel he can ring. 

And his hammer resounds on the anvil. 
Whatever you want he is ready to hring — 
A satan, a wisp, or an angel; 

He will forge you black night — 
He will shape you in light; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

But dear to the Smith are those heralds of love, 

All wingM and resplendent with flame, 
Whence he hears of a beauty divine, far above, 
Which no language can compass or name; 
By the music beguiled, 
He stands, rapt as a child; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

No preference for one or another hath he. 
Where all are mere creatures of Adam: 
He wots, what they're made of, their nose he can see; 
He can see, too, the snake in high madam ! 
Priest, pauper, or king. 
On his anvil he'll ring; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
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In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

He's a worker in iron, in silver and gold, 

And sometimes he diggeth for ore; 
The worst far he finds is a heart that is cold. 
The next, a proud fool or a bore; 
At a loss for a job, 
He will hot-heat a mob; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

When, holy, majestic, the day slowly breaketh, 

From his forge, up the hills he ascends; 
In communion sublime with all nature he waiteth, 
In orison silent he bends; 

He adoreth the King 
Who hath made his forge ring; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

And loud he carols, without effort or stammer, 

When thus the new day is begun; 
And swifter and louder comes down the huge hammer, 

While soars up the welkin the sun; 
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Then hell touch you aa eje. 

He will round you a sky; 
So worketh the Smith of Smithedeu ! 

In a deep central gorge, 

Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

There's David and Plato, and Hafiz and Mso^, 

And all the choice lamps, old and new, 
That fill his great workshop, from bottom to top, 
More than he can take in, in one view; 
In want of new tinder. 
Hell bruise one to cinder; 
So worketh the Smifch of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Sometimes a sweet child, as the star-curtains rise, 

Finds the forge, like a lamb gone astray; 
Down comes from above the Smith's great sunny eyes — 
With the infant he'll frolic and play; 
To urge its sweet prattle. 
He'll make it a rattle; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 
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But to all he achieves dtist and dross still adhere — 
No escape from earth's fire, smoke, and thunder; 
The dark must contrast with the lucid and clear — 
There's no getting them wholly asunder. 
To adjust all in one, 
Is the feat to be done; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

And when he inclines to produce something fine, 

He'll globe out hills, mountains, and plain, 
And rough them with forest, streams, cities, and men, 
Undulations, and gold-bearded grain; 

Then he'll shower them with beams. 
He will sink them in dreams; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Resoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man I 
The jolly old Smith of Smithedeiu 

Then he'll ring it with oceans, and bind them with coast, 

And around he'll stream midnight and noon, 
Starry fields stretch above, and blue cloud-sprinkled waste. 
And between he will roll sun and moon; 
Then he'll gild it with clime. 
He will shade it with time; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
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In a deep central gorge, 
Eesoundeth his forge; ^ 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

Then he'll send it with might through a clear boundless deep, 

Like a shining creation to roll, 
And, in order for ever its course it should keep, 
He adom*d it with balance and pole; 
He had touch'd it with choirs, 
He had touch'd it with lyres; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 

In a deep central gorge, he had placed the Smith's forge. 

And the Smith, with his large sunny eyes, 
That, wherever it went, like a god, he might urge 
Mankind to be simple and wise. 

And in Him put their trust 
Who is holy and just; 
So worketh the Smith of Smitheden ! 
In a deep central gorge, 
Besoundeth his forge; 
And he careth for no man ! 
The jolly old Smith of Smitheden. 



FANTASIA AND VISION. 301 



Oh that the days would come again. 

When I was fresh and young — 
And toird ¥rith hand, and heart, and brain, 

And toiling ever sung ! 
Those were the days, rich as the rays 
That flood the curtains of the mom; 
While yet a boy, I knew the joy, 
And laugh*d the groping world to scorn. 

Oh, hadst thou met me then, my lad, 

By Danube, Po, or Seine, 
Thou wouldst hav^ shook with spirit glad 

The hand thrown out to thine: 
We would that day, upon our way. 
Have known each other better far 
Than all these rhymes and heavy chimes 
Can ever hope to make or mar. 

Judge not by book eyes that would look 

like spirits into thine, 
A friendly trait congenial seek, 

When yours upon them shine. 
A book is well ! — ^but oh how iH 
It needs must picture that wild time, 
Which fiird the day with splendour gay, 
And soaring hope, and plans sublime ! 
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Think of a lad, ¥rith purse as light 

As thine hath ever been; 
With head erect and eye as bright 

As thine hath ever seen; 
With thirst so deep, he scarce could sleep; 
Such hunger for adventure wild, 
That east, or west, or mountain crest, 
Alike his hungry heart beguiled ! 

Upon whose brow pale fear ne'er threw 

Its thin and spectral form; 
Who like a mountain oak upgrew, 

In sunshine and in storm; 
Who cared for name, who cared for fame, 
As little as for pope or king, 
So he but ran his earthly span, 
And reached his home on spreading wing ! 

Who, had he met thee, gentle friend, 

On danger's dizzy brink. 
He would have rush'd his life to spend, 

Nor paused to weigh and think: 
For he could trust the high and just, 
Though careless of the world around, 
And think it blest to do his best, 



i 



And dark and doubting self confound. i 

Oh, hadst thou met me then, my lad. 

How different it would be ! 
Oh what remembrance, sweet and sad. 

This page would bring to thee — 
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Thoughts sweet and sad; for now are fled 
For ever all those sunny hours, 
Which o'er us pass'd, which round us cast 
Such witching smiles, such golden showers. 

Gone are those days, fled are those rays, 

Departed that rich dawn ! 
This pale reflex alone displays — 

This shadow dim and wan — 
That glorious prime, that march sublime, 
O'er mountain crest and level plain, 
From land to land, through music grand, 
With glowing heart, and breast, and brain. 

But we are here, and come what may, 

A column grey we stand, 
On which the storm may dash its spray. 

The thunderbolt descend. 
We fear it not, nor all the heat. 
Condensed in solid streams of fire. 
In which poor souls are said, in holes. 
To expiate their foul desire. 

And yet again we may resume 

The pilgrim staff" and horn; 
And yet again new joy illume, 

New splendour deck the morn; 
A brighter day around us play, 
A sweeter music burst and swell, 
In chorus high far through the sky. 
And all our heart and bosom fill. 
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And we may hope at length to meet 

On yon far-shining shore, 
Beyond the reach of pain and heat, 

Where storms no longer roar; 
Where we at last, all dangers past, 
All weak perplexities of mind, 
All foul compost behind us cast, 
Meet like two brothers, strong and kind 

Farewell, my brother, until then ! 

A sweet and sad farewell 1 
Unfathom'd seas between us run — 

I hear the vesper bell ! 
I S^j I go — down there below ! 
Up there above — ^up there above, 
I hear the streams, I see the beams, 
And hasten to the realms of love ! 
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XXV. 

Three Princes came, three sages grand, 
Of lineage high, train'd to command — 
Three suitors came to Lily Land, 
To woo and win Queen Lily*s hand. 

Queen Lily, Sheba-like, sat on her throne, 
Her ivory throne, and round her stately shone 
The dignities of many a wealthy zone; 
Each breast did musical vibration make. 
As thus Queen Lily spake: — 

In this our realm, o*er which we nobly reign, 
In noble freedom, guiding freebom men, 
A civilised and fruitful race to run, 
And all their rights and liberties maintain. 
We hold it dear each conquest to retain. 
Still adding more to that which we have done. 
Perfecting still the work long since begun. 
Until our perfect state we thus regain. 
Advising thus, we in our wisdom think. 
And will to call, and place upon our throne. 
Beside ourselves, in love and concord sweet. 
One who shall well our rule in wisdom mete: 
Nor from impartial admonition shrink. 
Moulding the diverse many to an order'd one. 

Unto our presence show the Statesman-Prince! 
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Most gracious Queen ! 

What, Prince, thou hast to say, thy purpose clear, 
We in simplicity of heart will hear. 

The being, O Queen ! of a great pe<^le. 
May be said at each moment to embrace 
A thousand years ! There are among thy subjects 
Men whose notions are so antiquated — 
And these, too, eminent in position — 
It may be said they are five centuries 
Behind their age! they are the past-present. 
There are others of luminous vision, 
Who bring with them the spirit and ground-plan, 
The principles of yet unthought-of improvement,' 
So discontented with the present. 
So familiar with a prospective state, 
Which they conceive, outline, and introduce, 
And which within them is true and actual, 
They may be said to be five centuries 
In advance of their age; and thus future-present. 
Between these extremes, all forms, modes, degrees 
Of religious and political life 
And opinion manifest themselves. 

I perceive, Queen, four distinct Ideas — 

Distinct yet harmonious Ideas, 

Which I hold to be the cardinal points 

Of national polity and progress, 

In the light of which the Statesman should view, 

As by telescope and microscope, 

The whole length, breadth, height, and depth of his times. 
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In one way or another, a Statesman 
Oaght to be capable of this suryey. 
The first I name Divine Personal Idea; — 
Idea of Man as he should be; 
Insight into what true humanity is; 
Insight, therefore, to what Man must attain. 
The second I name National Idea; — 
Which regards and comprehends generally 
Mankind as they actually are — 
As the necessarily mutable 
Starting-point of all further progress. 
The third is the Christian Idea — 
Christian or Progressive Idea; — 
Which embraces the entire interval 
Between the previous two, in all its 
Necessary transitional stages. 
The fourth is the Providential Idea- 
Providential or Conservative Idea; — 
Which comprehends previous history, 
And guards that nothing vital, nourishing. 
In the old shall be rudely cast away. 
Each of these Ideas, as members of one 
Harmonious Idea, has relation 
To the security, stability. 
And perfecting of its own sphere. 
So sure as these Ideas are and exist. 
So must also their representatives. 

If we regard, Queen ! and set aside 
The Poet-Prophet as the incarnation 
Of the first Idea, and infolded seed 
Of person, state, church, and law — 
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And such was that mighty man and servant 
Of God, Moses — we shall then find 
In your Majesty's free assemblies 
The arena where the other three do 
Mutually modify and develop each other. 

The Cross, 
1 

2 



Time'fi 



TST" 



Which points backward, and upward, and onward, 

Is an apposite symbol of these Ideas — 

This essential form of Humanity. 

When the Reformer,' O Queen ! as architect 

Of the future, proceeds to develop 

New ways and means to further improvement. 

He announces these as urgently necessary 

To the progress and well-being of the nation. 

The genuine Conservative,* who stands 

Equi-distant behind the central point * of view. 

Now rises, and declares the entire scheme 

DaDgerous, impossible, and absurd. 

Each is right from his own point of view: 

The one represents Property, Law, Privilege; 

The other Freedom, Equity, and Right. 

In the strife of parties, each successive day 
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Ripens the need, ripens the right, ripens the wrong; 

The Possible becomes daily more possible ! 

The Necessary more necessary I 

Whatever in the conservative element 

Has become corrupt, is dash'd away 

By the fiery lash of reform; 

All that is Utopian and chimerical 

In the progressive, is extinguished or exploded. 

By the calm spirit of antiquity. 

It is then, as the hour draws nigh. 

The great central leader — ^the Statesman * — 

Is moved ! Immortality looms before him ! 

The strife is wild and keen, for each desires. 

By a great legislative act, to unite 

The Possible and the Necessary, 

Initiate a new state of things, educe progress, 

And impress their genius upon all time. 

This, O Queen! is the order of rational progress ! 

But in actual life, in the conflict 

Of interest, passion, prejudice, opinion, 

Its proper action is dislocated, 

Hurl'd to every point of the compass, 

Shatter'd to a thousand pieces; 

But the Idea is the lightning in the storm, 

And in the end becomes, as far as possible, 

A vital element of the Constitution. 

How, essential, then, to wise government. 

That the Statesman should find favour with the Queen 

Certain of the applause of the wiser few. 

The Statesman who would not, if need be. 
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Sacrifice party, friends, endure all reproach, 

For his country's sake, is unworthy of it! 

Such are only ambitious charlatans — 

Intriguing, would-be class-legislators — 

Who, unless the time is incurably corrupt. 

Do but promote their own political ruin. 

When was a truly great man understood by his age ? 

The thing he has to do, to be seen, must be done ! 

Till then wise reticence is the aegis 

Under which he must hide his majestic hope, 

And watch the dial-plate of time. 

While others ripen the crisis, he must wait — 

Its darkest hour is his golden opportunity; 

In the hour of danger, fools even discern the wise ! 

Like a good general, the Statesman should know. 

With a perfect intuition, bis whole resources. 

He should be able to see the state. 

Both throu the firm ground of its institutions. 

And the whole moving sea of actual events, 

Which these support, obstruct, or confine; 

Distinguish the overgrown or malform. 

From the living spirit and principle; 

Cancel the one, and develop the other; 

Give the whole tree the whole advantage. 

He should watch, on the cold elevations 

Of Conservative indifference, 

The icy genius of selfishness, organising. 

Growing, and advancing glacier-like 

On its heartless and ruinous way; 

And know what he must check or demolish. 

He should be able to measure the extent 
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And force of the elements below — 

The unstable workings of ignorance and want; 

Through the clamour penetrate the reason; 

Have a wise eye to erery grievance; 

Discern the flaming hand on the wall of Time; 

And stand every moment firm and prepared. 

Are the times agitated — ^ill-balanced? 

Then he knows that a crisis must supervene; 

He knows what is necessary to be done; 

And he will do it completely and well. 

Are the times quiet and equable ? 

He knows the law and condition of health 

Is a regular and gentle process of change. 

The wise Statesman is a saviour of his country-^ 

The saviour, too, of those arrogant extremes, 

Which, let alone, would ruin their land and themselves. 

Such is, in brief, Queen! my thought: 
May it find acceptance with the Queen ! 

We like thy words, and well discern thy gift. 
Meantime, most noble Prince, stand on our left. 
Unto our presence show the Prince-Philosopher. 

Most noble Queen ! 

What, Prince, thou hast to say, thy purpose clear, 
We in simplicity of heart will hear. 

The ladder, O Queen ! which the Patriarch saw. 
Was a section of those circular degrees 
Which traverse and fill the whole universe. 
Extending through invisible day. 
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Extending through invisible night, 

Embracing in their interminable flight 

Spaces, and cycles, and the infinity of things. 

The growth and decline of empires, 

The appearance, revolutions, decay 

Of any object, or part of an object. 

Is a circulation of creative power. 

Concerning the body of this power, 

The difference is merely in the form: 

The 6ak is an oak-form, the elephant 

An elephantine-form, of creative power: 

And one seed is a means to countless millions. 

A seed is a divine circle at rest! 

Its growth the same circle in motion. 

Days, and seasons, and ages, are circles; 

And whole races of animals and of men, 

The prolongation of countless smaller circles, 

Are terminating before our eyes, 

Disappearing like a mighty Bhine in the sand! 

Nature, Art, and Science move in circles; 

And whatever is not in circle 

Is out of the realm of light and beauty; 

Its place is the dark chambers of the grave. 

Youth and morning are beautiful ! 

Noon, evening, healthy old age, are beautiful ! 

A dead carcase, if no one buries it, 

May long stagnate, a nuisance in the street ! 

The promotion, Queen ! and multiplication 
Of the excellent and admirable, 
Depends much on the timely removal 
Of that which is unable to help itself. 
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And there are institutions, famous Queen ! 
Cumbering the ground, frightfully putrescent. 
Rushing, as it were, to dissolution, 
Hurtful to the eye, a stench to the nostrils. 
Whose removal would be a blessed work: 
Decent interment would be the health of the land — 
The spiritual renovation of the realm. 

For what is more needful than blessed light ? 

What but the blessed light of Divine Truth, 

Irradiating the entire inner being, 

Can triumph over selfishness and sin ? 

When spiritual light shines in the soul. 

Death and Life stand in absolute contrast. 

Lawless passions, selfish propensities, 

The dark, vicious, and illusive forces 

Of diseased Nature are rebuked, hurl'd back, 

Broken, and hush*d before it, and the rapt 

And surprised soul is constituted judge of the two. 

Like the rainbow on the black and threatening clouds 

Of the vanishing and exhausting storm. 

Inexpressible peace is felt and seen; 

Its glory is stamped ineffaceably on the mind; 

Courage, grandeur of thought, magnanimity, 

Are the inheritance it leaves behind; 

The eye of eyes is open'd, and we see ! 

What, noble Queen ! is more to be desired 
Than wisdom 1 Wisdom is that divine light! 
The Philosopher desires to see men. 
Not worshipping this or that wise man. 
And much less systems and ceremonies, 
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But the One All-wise, All-perfect Spirit I 
Such shall always rightly honour the wise. 
Idol-worship, priest-worship, hero-worship, 
Denotes more or less absence of true light. 
The difference between them is relative: 
It is the difference between the worship 
Of a dead and of a living image. 
But still an image, which is powerless to save. 
The true worshipper worships the Father, 
In spirit and in truth 1 

Nature, O Queen 1 is sacred and prophetic 1 

Art, too, is wonderful and beautiful ! 

Spirit is mysterious and holy ! 

Aphoristically, it may be said of these, 

Nature hath the beauty of vitality; 

Art hath vital beauty ! 

Spirit is the creative source of all beauty ! 

The whole universe is Logos, or Word — 

God's expression of his power, wisdom, and will ! 

Soul, which is the image of its Creator, 

Is imitative and original — 

Copies, yet works by methods of its own. 

Its language is artistic, religious, prophetic: — 

Artistic, as pointing backward to Man; 

Religious, as pointing upward to God; 

Prophetic, as pointing to the To-come — 

Its two-fold source, finite and infinite. 

Art reiterates the footsteps of Nature, 
In a psychologically concrete way. 
Like the first platform of natural life, 
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Art; in its primitive and eldest form, 

Is vegetative in its principle. 

Pagodas are a sort of psychological tree. 

As the tree is the repetition of the leaf, 

Indian architecture repeats its first step, 

And Hindoo idols branch into heads and arms. 

" The wise hath call'd the Incorruptible One 

An Aswatt'ha, with its roots above and branches below, 

The leaves of which Are the sack'ed measures; 

He who knows this tree knows the * Vedas.' '* 

By a tree-like, silent adoration, 

" A Brahmin undoubtedly attains holiness ! *' 

In Egypt, Art-work assumes the second 

Or animal form of manifestation. 

It fabricates and embalms the creature; 

Forms sphinxes, and mummies, and pyramids; 

Revels in animal representation, 

Solidity, sublimity, mystery; 

Terrenian grossness of expression 

Is visible in its strange efeations. 

An awful muteness is stamped on its works — 

The unity of this infinity-- 

A veil'd, silent, ali-forming principle! 

Delighting in subterraiiean night — 

It congregates in the Sphinx, 

And soars in the pyramid. 

Moses, it is said, was initiated 

In all the wisdom of the Egyptians, 

Their rites, symbols, and hieroglyphs. 

And the mysteries of the sacfed animals: 

And on the statue of Isis was graved. 
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'' I am all that has been, and shall be, 
And no man has ever lifted my veil!" 

In Israel, Art- manifestation 

Is a spiritual and divine work — 

Infinite in divine significance ! 

Commencing with Abraham and Israel, 

It is instituted by Moses; 

And through Solomon the Temple becomes 

A representation of the Divine Word — 

A mystical image of the universe — 

And the sacred seat of Art-expression. 

And among a spiritual people, O Queen ! 

Among the truth-loving, the truth-seeking, 

Art first attains the humanly beautiful. 

In all its characteristic variety. 

Such were those inquiring and wonderful Greeks ! 

Grecian Art is at once repetitive, 

Congregative, and microcosmic — 

Individuality, variety, unity. 

Art-harmony, true perfection of form ! 

What fecundity of life and thought I 

What surpassing intuition of form ! 

What steadiness in execution ! 

Is express'd, reflected there — 

Spiritual light and beauty externised — 

The brute, even, becomes sublime, playful, wise ! 

The sever*d branch, the fallen tree, perishes. 

Each part of the dismembered statue, 

Like the fragments of a broken mirror, 

Is bright with the beauty of the whole. 
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The head, hand, foot, of an Apollo, 
Begirt with the sunlight of the soul, 
Is an object of admiration for ever! 
The Apollo Belvedere, shaped in light, 
Is the image of its immortal source ! 
Power, dignity, grace, ease, beauty superb, 
Circulate there — musically exist. 
In this noisy world, the gods, O Queen ! 
Recognised or not, are ever present; 
And this alone makes invaluable 
The memorials they leave behind. 
The stone records the height of the man, 
And inward excellence then attained — 
An excellence possible to all men. 

On this side, Art touches more than Nature. 

Nature is unapproachably sublime! 

The creation of a single grass blade 

Infinitely transcends the power of man. 

Whatever man hath done is possible to man ! 

Greek Art-work unconsciously prefigures 

The re-elevation of the human race — 

The final advent of freedom and peace. 

Job and Plato knew the Logos before, 

As Augustine and Dante after, the historical fact. 

Such a people, and such a language, 

Was at once the prophecy and garment 

Of a new spiritual revelation. 

Of which all Nature, all Art, dreamt and spake. 

In Latium, Art is aggregative, 

Agglomerative, and Cyclopean; 

Builds walls, cities, subterranean sepulchres, 
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Massive and interminable roads, 
Stupendous temples and amphitheatres — 
Extensive as the world, stable as the hills i 
Pointing to civil union and communion; 
Bridging the way from ancient to modern times; 
Ending the old, and outlining a new, world. 

Thus Art, Queen! fiEishions for itself. 
Out of and upon the natural world, 
A new and peculiar world of its own; 
Fills and adorns it with splendour and fame, 
And adds to the felicity of man. 
It accompanies all human proceedings. 
Expressing and embodying in Language, 
In Music, Dance, Sculpture, Poesy, 
Institutions, Government, and Trade; 
Making quaint, beautiful, and instructive, 
The vices, vanities, and victories, 
The joys, and sorrows, and aspirations, 
The tendencies and necessities of Man; 
Ever adding, erecting, expanding its home — 
In the most extensive sense of the word. Art! 
In this good work the Philosopher would aid. 
And this, Queen ! is in brief his thought: 
May it find acceptance with the Queen ! 

We like thy words, and well discern thy light. 
Meantime, most noble Prince, stand on our right. 
Unto our presence show the Poet-Prince. 
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Beloved Queen ! 

What, Prince, thou hast to say, thy purpose clear, 
We in simplicity and love will hear. 

What can, beloved Queen, the Poet say ! 
*Tis thee, O Queen! he seeks — ^thou art his day! 
Thou art his heart, his home, his light, his way ! 

He lives in love, and therefore lives in thee: 
How can he live — ^how can he from thee flee ? 
With thee, O Queen, his soul is high and free ! 

A thousand years would not suffice to tell 
What, in thy light, the Poet seeth well. 
Hath he not clearest right with thee to dwell ? 

Oh how he longeth that fair hand to seize ! 
Oh that he might that brow kiss at his ease — 
And when he would — as long as he may please I 

Love knoweth more than all else can beside — 
Immortals on its beams the ages stride. 
Thou art, Queen, the Poet's rightful bride ! 

As is the child upon its parent's knee, 
Disporting with his features in its glee, 
The Father loves, and makes the Poet free: 

For he is love 1 — aud oh what searchless love ! 
Oh what a bosom broodeth in the dove — 
Its wings encircleth all beneath, above ! 

And I, O Queen, a youth before thee stand — 
I wait, Queen, to clasp that stainless hand — 
I wait, O Queen, to do thy high command ! 
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Unto the marriage-feast oh let us haste — 
The joys of love eternal let us taste — 
Oh let us not a lingering moment waste ! 

Speak, Queen ! the Poet waits thy will to hear ! 
Speak, Queen, the Poet hath no shade of fear! 
Affection on thy hrow is plain and clear ! 

Come up unto us, gentle child ! 
Although thy words are something wild, 
Thine eyes are calm, thy features mild. 

And truly we have deeply felt 

The power of love to touch and melt; 

We know it cleanseth from all guilt. 

Deep are its laws — a wondrous book: 
The wisest there in wonder look: 
It is the ever-living brook; 

And worketh in mysterious ways. 
Extending its creative rays, 
A universe each beam displays. 

We doubt not we shall govern well, 

And all our enemies repel, 

If love and thee beside us dwell. 

And here, upon our chiefest seat, 
Where all the lines of beauty meet, 
Thou shalt henceforth Queen Lily greet. 

Bring forth the laurel we design'd, 
A silver thistle, art-entwined. 
With here and there a lily shrined. 
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We place this, love, upon thy brow; 
Thou art our own — be tranquil now: 
This is our. simple marriage-vow ! 

And, noble Princes, ye behold — 
Through our dominions be it told — 
Love ruleth o'er Queen Lily's fold. 

Now we dismiss our royal train, 
Each to his post, where'er we reign, 
Until our court shall meet again. 
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XXVI. 

Come, let us join, heroic hearts, 

In one last round of song; 
From near, and far, and furthest parts, 
Advance into the throng. 

Ye great of old, 

Of giant mould, 
Crowd all the interstellar deep, 

And wheel and sing, 

And smite and ring, 
And steady foot and measure keep. 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
The cornet and the timbrel sound ! 
With shield and lance the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 

The night sets in with steady step; 

The hour is calm and still; 
The stars through twilight curtains peep. 
The moon behind the hill; 

And o'er the waste. 

Behold they haste. 
The kings and bards of ancient time. 

In shining light, 

With harps of might. 
To fill the night with din sublime ! 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let cornet, flute, and timbrel sound ! 
To harp and prance the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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We say that life is worth the strife 

Which we were wont to brave; 
We say that man with fire is rife, 
Though somewhat of a knave. 
Vain are all tears, 
Still vainer fears, 
When faith and might shall lead the way ! 
Then, through the years, 
Creation's peers 
Shall shine like heralds of the day ! 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let cornet, harp, and timbrel sound ! 
Through Eve's expanse the gods advance. 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



Still wide and wider, crowd on crowd, 

Colossal heroes range; 
In choral shout, loud and more loud, 
Resoundeth change on change; 

The spheres begin 

To swell the din; 
The rocks to vibrate loud acclaim; 

The stars to wheel; 

The hills to reel; 
And distant space the feast proclaim. 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let trump, and bell, and bugle sound ! 
With stride immense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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We say that man, to know his force, 

Must fearless meet his foe; 
We say that man, to know his source, 
Must fearless onward go; 

Disdain to lie, 

Nor fear to die, 
But with a god-like will proceed, 

To grasp the true. 

And wed the new. 
Still adding giant deed to deed ! 
We come— we cornel prepare the dance ! 
Let bugle, pipe, and clarion sound ! 
With spacious glance the gods advance. 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound I 



So sure as we this night are here. 

With shield, and lance, and bow — 
So sure as we this night career. 
And these large wine-cups flow — 

It draweth nigh. 

When, clear and high, 
A glorious morn shall earth illume, 

And fill mankind 

With might and mind. 
And death, and sin, and doubt consume. 
We come — ^we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let harp and horn with might resound ! 
With breath intense the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound! 



FAKTASIA AND VISION. 325 

From star to star, behold they stride 

Down through the stellar deep; 
From far beneath, through spaces wide, 
They step from steep to steep; 
Through boundless space, 
From place to place, 
The ringing billows onward throng, 
The gods to wake, 
The gods to shake, 
With sweet and clear triumphal song ! 
We come — ^we come! prepare the dance ! 
Let harp on harp and cornet sound ! 
Life to enhance, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



What though creation hath no bound, 

Across it we can fly; 
Though Past and Future hath no end, 
Across them we can cry. 

Like us, let man 

Do what he can; 
Each day new insight he shall gain; 

And free at last. 

With vision vast, 
Among immortals he shall reign! 
We come — ^we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let swelling music far resound ! 
Men to entrance, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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Could man but taste the joys above, 
Would he earth's pleasures crave? 
Did man believe that God is love^ 
Would be pay priest or kuave, 

Such tales to tell, 

Of savage hell, 
And absolution from all pain, 

And masses said 

When he is dead, 
Which flood his dark bewilder'd brain? 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let pipe and clarion joyful sound ! 
With finer sense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



Would he his soul to spectres sell, 
Which gibber, growl, and hiss? 
Would he such frantic tortures yell, 
Were he not dark as Dis? 

The thing he frames, 

The thing he names. 
The work of his foul, fever'd mind, 

He placeth high 

Above the sky, 
And calleth God this phantom blind. 
We come — ^we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let bugle-notes far-thrilling sound ! 
In man's defence, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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The wrath that thou ascrib'st to Love 

In thine own heart hath grown: 
Thy dark conception, throned above, 
Whose wrath thou wouldst disown. 

Dost thou deny? 

Then in the lie 
Discern thy God less kind than thou; 

And in thy pride 

Behold thy guide; 
And in thy shame the truth avow. 
We come — we come! prepare the dance! 
Let choral strains with might resound! 
Light to dispense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



Use wise and well thy senses all; 

Like sentinels they stand, 
And gravitate around earth's ball, 
All Nature's realm command: 

Laws to observe. 

Thy orbs subserve. 
Thy body, too, to guard from harm; 

But be aware. 

Lust too lies there; 
Beware the subtle, syren charm ! 
We come — we come I prepare the dance ! 
Let pipe, and string, and pibroch sound ! 
Above all chance, the gods advance. 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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And be it grayen on thy soul, 
That life is more than meat; 
And be it clear, as burning coal. 
That sense too is a cheat. 

Thy loud util', 

Means but futile, 
When that alone becomes thine end. 

Tis Gk)d who gives 

The bread which lives, 
Let scribes and gluttons well perpend. 
We come — ^we come 1 prepare the dance ! 
Let swelling horn and trumpet sound ! 
To cure suspense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound! 



Dost thou this doubt? Behold the Way 

Regards thee from behind, 
Whilst thou proceedest with thy clay, 
Thy kindred clay to find; 

To dream and drift. 

And slide and shift, 
And vanish in the narrow place; 

Nor find the way. 

Nor find the day. 
Nor ever more the light embrace ! 
We come — we come 1 prepare the dance ! 
Let psaltery and cymbal sound ! 
With spacious glance, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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But shouldst thou cast thy doubt aside, 

And like a man believe, 
And firm and fast in Mth abide, 
And like a man achieve, 

Then thou shalt feast 

Here in the East, 
And these large wine-cups fill and drain; 

With spirit-ken 

Creation span; 
The blessed Nile's far fountains gain. 
We come — we cornel prepare the dance! 
Let dulcimer and bugle sound ! 
With tuneful sense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



In link*d embrace, thus thou shalt pace 

Harmoniously along; 
Thus fill the still ethereal space 
With choral dance and song. 
The morn may fiy, 
Day's glory die. 
But, like a shining orb sublime, 
In other skies 
Thy soul shall rise. 
Through everlasting morn to climb. 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let orbing song with might resound ! 
To curve and prance, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound! 
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As all magnetic currents end 

In one attractive pole, 
So all life's streams, howe'er they bend, 
Advance toward yonder goal; 

Howe'er they wind, 

And mix and blend, 
Extend and circle as they glide — 

Though where they go 

They may not know — 
They all obey one powerful guide. 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let harp on harp triumphant sound ! 
To lead men hence, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



In close conjunction now at last. 

Two stars malignant range, 

Infernal spirits, proud and vast, 

Apostates dark and strange. 

Mankind to fill 

With passions ill, 
And blast, and mine, and overstride, 

Uproot high will. 

All freedom kill, 
'Neath Judas kiss hell's falsehood hide ! 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let pealing rapture loud resound ! 
With stride immense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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And though the seas be thick with dead, 

And moan with souls in pain — 
Although the streams be warm and red 
With wounded and with slain — 

Yet Freedom's ray 

Shall cut its way, 
And burst the brazen gates of hell, 

And sweep away 

Its deadly sway. 
And hymn triumphant raise and swell ! 
We come— we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let rousing trump and bugle sound ! 
With fiends to fence, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and- strength, and joy abound ! 



Yes, they shall fall, as falls the rock, 

By fiery forces riven ! 
Like rotten ^remnants they shall fiock, 
Before the storm-wind driven ! 
Their arms shall shrink, 
Their sceptres sink, 
Like Lucifer, no more to rise; 
Love's springtide clear 
The earth re-cheer, 
And blooming life and cloudless skies ! 
We come — ^we come ! prepare the dance — 
Let Israel's mighty harps resound ! 
With sunny glance, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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And be ye true, ye glorious few, 

Te elect of mankind ! 
Old as the hills, ye are the new, 
But to these vile and blind ! 

Who hug the night. 

Who hate the light, 
And all who in its freedom dwell ! 

And burn with ire, 

Plot and conspire, 
Tlie living Truth to spear and nail ! 
We come — ^we come ! prepare the dance ! 
With might let harp and comet sound I 
With spacious glance, the gods advance. 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



But fear ye not, hold on your course, 

And fearless meet the foe 1 
Strike through and through with all thy might, 
And fearless onward go ! 

Disdain to lie. 

Nor fear to die. 
But with a god-like will proceed, 

To grasp the true. 

And wed the new, 
Still adding giant deed to deed ! 
We come — we come I prepare the dance ! 
Let now ten thousand harps resound ! 
With might immense, the gods advance. 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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He comes — He comes, the warrior brave 1 

Ha ! He is with us now ! 
Most mighty He to guide and save, 
The Day-star on his brow 1 

Come, let us fill 

These wine-cups full, 
And drain the precious measure dry ! 

And burning praise 

Triumphant raise. 
And fill the endless realms on high ! 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance 1 
Let piercing concords rapid sound ! 
With hope immense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 



With flashing feet the heralds fly. 

With golden harp and horn! 
We hear the distant deep reply, 
"Attend the Marriage Mom!" 

Far through the skies, 

Prophetic-wise, 
We see, in vision clear and still, 

In light display'd, 

A Bride array'd, 
And happy bells so sweetly peal ! 
We come — we come ! prepare the dance ! 
Let choral harp and reed resound ! 
In sweet suspense, the gods advance, 
In jovial round to pace the ground — 
Let life, and strength, and joy abound ! 
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XXVII. 

The whole is greater than a part; 

And here I sit and etch; 
Now here, now there, a glance I dart, 

And then again I sketch; 
As more and more the whole comes forth, 

So labour, fill, re-touch. 

If it be true a globe of dew 

The universe reflects, 
Then, in each separate etching too, 

Are seen its whole effects; 
The Purpose in each portion view, 

Art outlines and bisects. 

A foot thus prophesies a head 

And body, too, behind; 
And cometh thus, thread after thread. 

Each species and its kind. 
And over pages thus are spread 

Ideas of the mind. 

And if a tree we would describe, 

What matter where begin — 
Each twig unto the stem should guide; 

All find a place therein. 
From root to leaf, then we may stride, 

See part and all in one. 



— J 
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XXVIII. 

Come, wander with me, love, again. 
Along the river's winding way. 
While evening stretches o'er the plain, 
So mild and grey. 

This is the place where last we sat. 
And silent clasp'd each other's hand, 
And speechless rapture shared till late, 
In Night's still land. 

Ah ! those were hours of large increase — 
Of mighty hope, which shall prevail: 
I saw thee raise, in awful peace. 
Thy star-spread veil. 

Thine eyes were liquid, deep, and blue, 
And shone like spheres the world above; 
Around thy brow day radiant grew — 
Supernal Love. 

Turn thy regard— oh look again — 
For I could gaze my soul away; 
I know not aught of joy or pain; 
'Tis melting day ! 

Why trembles passion's silver strings? 
Eros prunes his flaming pinion ! 
To seek on high thy hidden springs — 
Sublime communion. 
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Urania, come, thy breath instil, 
Oh, let thj lips melodious play; 
Thy strain hath power to feed and fill 
My soul with day. 

Lo ! these are thine, a starry train 
Of souls that shine in light and love; 
In majesty they live, and reign 
And rule above. 

Tes, Night has fled; tradition's dead; 
Urania now adorns the way. 
And early warblers soaring spread. 
The new-born day. 

In reverent awe I keep thy door; 
I watch thy glorious festival; 
And evermore silent adore 

The Good and Beautiful. 
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Within a saffron cave, serene and deep. 
Far in the west, among the purple hills 
And golden chalices which Phoebus filb, 
When down he wheels into his ocean bed, 
The weary child at last lay down, and spread 
His languid limbs amidst the cooling rills, 
And radiance soft, which evening's breast distils. 
The wild and dreamy witchery around him shed, 
He heeded not; his head, within a cone 
Of diamond cloud submerged, half-hidden lay; 
Around him amethystine curtains hung. 
And all the glory of that mystic throne 
The genii of the deep weave and display, — 
Asleep. Above, a choir cherubic sung. 
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XXX. 

Come, beloved one, come away, 

To the mansions of the free, 
Where the everlasting fountains, 

Changeless Truth and Beauty, be. 

Far through the deep of what hath been, 
Far through the deep of what shall be — 

With onward and reverted glance, 
A wondrous vision you shall see. 

Deep in the still and solemn Past, 

Behold a pure, a genial clime. 
Where Freedom's Delphic hand hath wrought 

And sculptured high an arch sublime; 

And inspiration's mouth hath throned, 

Amidst impenetrable gloom, 
A countless host of circling lights, 

A shining and a boundless dome: 

A placid, balmy, blissful land. 

Where prophets and magicians dwell; 

Within whose crystal caves and grots 
Stilly murmurs Wisdom's well. 

And sybils wrapt in mystic veils, 

In rainbow light of every hue, 
Display in their mysterious cells 

Transparent touches of the True. 
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No cloud is seen, nor icy waste, 

Nor calid desert drear is found; 
But ever in transcendent peace 

Celestial light is raiu'd around. 

On souls, and seeds, and countless urns. 

And in the seer's seraphic eye. 
The Beautiful for ever bums, 

A living splendour from on high. 

And full and fair, one matchless star 

All heaven and earth serenely fills; 
Where winter sere, with vesture pure, 

Hath spread the plains, and robed the hills. 

And, lo ! at last, a wonder vast. 
The great Redeemer treads the sea; 

Upon his breast is Peace and Best: 
He founds the Kingdom of the Free. 

Then wrapt in gloom, earth, like a tomb. 

Is hidden from the eye of day; 
And Death and Hell their work resume. 

And blessed martyrs weep and pray. 

And roaring winds and raging floods. 

The heavenly taper beat and blow, 
And jagged crowds of warring clouds, 

Like burning coal, around it glow. 

Far through the night it rays its light, 
From east to west, from pole to pole; 

It giveth light, it giveth might; 
Its fuel is the thirsty soul. 
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And savage men, with painted skin, 

Incredulous, the story hear, 
Of death, and life, and love divine. 

And living water quick and clear; 

And souls that live and never die, 
Pure fountains of unfathom*d love. 

And mansions in the peaceful sky. 
And blessed spirits throned above. 

And One who came from heaven to earth. 

And sinless sufiPer'd on a tree; 
Who in a manger had his birth, 

And walk'd upon the stormy sea. 

Who loved, and lived, and conquered men, 

With look so holy and serene, 
Their hearts within them glow'd and burn*d, 

Rememb'ring his impressive mien. 

He heard the sick, he raised the dead, 
He stiird the tempest-tortured sea; 

He thousands fed with heavenly bread, 
And set the groaning prisoner free. 

And him both Jew and Gentile slew — 

The pure, the beautiful, the just; 
With nails they pierced him through and througli; 

Into his side a spear they thrust. 

And thus he died; but rose again. 
Victorious, from the voiceless tomb, 

0*er heaven and earth to live and reign, 
And with each lowly heart commune. 
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And ye, even ye so poor and rude, 

Are bid prepare to enter in, 
And banquet on his substance good; 

Come, be ye therefore chaste and clean ! 

Then come the sweet and heavenly-soulM, 

The art-devoted, art-inflamed, 
To muse and dream, and trace in gold 

The Beauty which within them gleam'd. 

And thus the mystic tree of Art 

Anew begins its buds to show — 
Anew begins to touch the heart — 

Anew begins to burn and glow. 

Amidst monastic wo and gloom^ 

Such loveliness and light is bom; 
Men seem again to hear the hymn 

That usher'd in the Christian mom. 

And upward spreads, serene, sublime — 

Slow, beautiful it streams on high: 
Art's snowy peaks to heaven do climb, 

And seraphs flame along the sky. 

And others come — in troops they come — 

Immortal spirits from above. 
Until without, within, one mount 

Of flaming Stone hymns forth his love. 

And barbarous chiefs from Scythia's waste 
Stand, wonder-struck, these shrines before; 

They came to ravage, burn, and blast — 
They pause, to worship and adore. 
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For then as now, and now as then, 
Wise spirits dwelt among mankinjl, 

Of deep, and wide, and wondrous ken, 
Who sculptured on the Rock their mind; 

That those behind might clearly see 

The long Procession gone before: 
We passed this way, they seem to say; 

And after you come more and more. 

Down from above, up from beneath. 
Two diverse movements, yet the same: 

The boundless wheels of Fate and Faith — 
Their vital junction we name Time. 

Art thou of Earth ? then down ye go, 

Down thou shalt stretch through endless night. 

Art thou of Heaven? up thou shalt grow, 
Through endless shining realms of light. 

No other choice, no other way. 
No middle course can ye pursue — 

Through endless night, through endless day, 
As ye are false, as ye are true. 

For thy poor body is but dust, 

Where diverse destinies contend. 
And thine own clear Decision must 

Decide thy course, decide thine end. 

O stupid sense ! O stupid doubt ! 

O dark and stupid heart of sin ! 
Decide at once without debate; 

Strip off thy Self, and thou shalt win. 



FANTASIA AND VISION. 345 

For if I say, south standeth Rome ! 

Ye doubt it not — ^lo ye receive; 
But if I say, Christ now is come ! 

This only truth ye disbelieve. 

And which is clearest — this or that) 

To you that is a certain thing ! 
To us the Borne thou think'st is not ! 

We only know our Lord and King. 

And thus is sown the goodly seed, 

From field to field, from strand to strand; 

And savage men like lambs are led, 
Beneath the King of kings to stand. 

And war with weapons, quaint and new. 
Swift arrows, wing'd and tipp'd with flame, 

Gemm'd with the pearly morning dew. 
Fresh from the fields of sacred &me. 

Ye are sinners, be ye brothers! 

Far the bugle stilly blew. 
Summoning mankind to battle, 

In and out, and through and through ! 

Flesh and spirit, inward warring. 

Brother 'gainst his brother turn'd. 
Household against household stirring. 

Nation against nation arm*d. 

All the host of fierce Abaddon, 

Horrent as cavernous hell; 
Hasten to this Armageddon, 

Dark and bloody, fierce and fell. 
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ChriBtendom is rent asunder; 

Creeds and kingdoms quench'd and torn; 
The Word of God proclaim'd in thunder, 

And a larger freedom bom. 

As the Boot the rock displaeeth; 

As the Sunbeam melts the ice; 
As the Earthquake sinks the mountain — 

So Abaddon hath no choice. 

And far and wide a surging tide, 
A sounding flood of joj and pain — 

The rapture of victorious hope, 
The tumult of the Battle's din. 

Heathen monsters, Hydra, Qeryon, 
Chimera, with its triple crown, 

Blasphemy, and Death, and Sodom, 
Savage round each other frown; 

And the sacred chant of heroes. 
Sweet and solemn, calm and grand, 

Riseth to the outspread heaven. 
From the leal and loyal band. 

Cunning demons, cool and cruel. 
Engines forged in darkest hell, 

Ope' their iron jaws, to torture. 
Lacerate, and tear, and kill. 

And earth's sweetest, gentlest spirits, 
Timid lamb and cooing dove, 

Fang'd by these infernals hornets ! 
Look in pity, look in love ! 
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The time will come, so spake the Highest — 

Wonder not, nor fear, nor doubt — 
They shall think they do God service 

When they kill and persecute. 

Like a millstone, deaf and ponderous, 

Plunged into the yawning sea, 
Disappears that stain'd and hideous 

Spawn of cursed iniquity ! 

No surrender, no cessation. 

In that world-confounding war; 
Roaring like the conflagration 

Of a doom'd and riven star; 

Bursts again the flames portentous, 
Through ten thousand channels hurl'd; 

Heaving with a mighty concuss 
All the fiEibric of the world. 

Towers and temples, iron ramparts, 

Thrones and bulwarks overturned; 
The living start, the dead depart; 

A corrupt world is judged and bum'd; 

Then the winds abroad are scatter'd, 

And the nations trade and plough; 
Or on their knees are la8h*d and fetter'd. 

Red agony upon their brow; 

Foul ambition. Stealthy intrigue, 

Coward shuffling, Falsehood, Hate, 
Assassination, Perjury, 

On Thrones array*d — in robes of State. 
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Now Shaggy Monster, cool and stealthj, 
Measures with his Argus eyes 

All the circuit of the Battle, 

Stretches canvas, plants his spies; 

Gropeth round the Polar Ocean, 
Creepeth southward to the Sea, 

Mineth inward through the nations, 
Brancheth westward towVd the free; 

And beside him, treacherous Geryon, 

Fix'd in his unwieldy den, 
Scowling dark and wild suspicion 

Through the rounding ranks of men; 

And Chimera, close and subtle. 
Strengthens his immense cocoon; 

Obscuring with his spider shuttle 
Souls, as clouds eclipse the noon; 

And Blasphemy, and Death, and Sodom, 
In the shade about him prowl; 

Stifling in their lazar kennels, 
Base and noble, fair and foul; 

And an Eagle, swift and powerful, 
And a Snake about it coil'd. 

For dominion blindly wrestle. 
By each other fix'd and foil'd. 

These are the peaks of that proud city. 
Foul with every noxious thing: 

Gone thy glory, gone thy beauty — 
Fierce Abaddon is its king. 
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Around its towers, proud, lofty, lurid. 

Famished nations gnaw and foam, 
Dark, portentous, fitful, livid, 

Aornos of unfathom'd gloom; 

And a Lion great and powerful. 

Throned on yon imperial isle. 
Speaks in thunder all he thinketh — 

Let them curse or let them smile; 

Wave-cintured isle, to freedom sacred. 

Sole refuge of oppressed mankind, 
Fight thou with God, and wert thou naked, 

He about thee towers shall bind. 

Purge thyself of all uncleanness; 

Cleanse the currents of thy rule — 
Bribery, fraud, and greed, and meanness, — 

Hurl Abaddon to the fool ! 

Fill the distant isles with freemen. 

Spread thy substance, spread thy reign ! 

Make thyself a shining zodiac 
Round about the circling main. 

For the nations now are moving. 

Drawing nigher, and more nigh. 
Slowly creeping towards yon opening 

In the deep and tranquil sky. 

Slowly struggling with their burdens, 
With their heads bow'd to the ground; 

Struggling in the dark embraces 
Of delusions round them bound; 
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Struggling on amidst a chaos 
Of contending vice and pain; 

'Midst loud laughter and bravadoes, 
Flies the Juggernaut of sin, 

Crushing human hearts beneath it, 

Into tears and into flame; 
While the slaves above who drive it 

Chronicle their rule and shame ! 

But dark State- craft too shall perish ! 

Yea, its hour shall pass away ! 
Nations, too, at last shall flourish, 

In the noon of boundless day. 

Iron is the rule which binds them. 
And a time this must endure; 

Mightier He who shall unloose them — 
Aye his Word is firm and sure. 

But who shall reckon that vast Movement, 
Measureless without, within. 

All the rays of Faith and Freedom, 
All the brands of Pride and Sin; 

All the adverse aspirations. 

All the complex hopes and fears. 

Ecstasies and profanations. 

Grappling in the crowded spheres; 

All the calculations frustrate. 
All the prurient schemes insane. 

All the glare-struck mortals prostrate. 
Worshipping the great Inane ! 
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Dupes and knaves, and fools and sceptics, 

Magnates of puissant mind, 
Arch-rulers, and arch-heretics, 

Blind leaders of the mad and blind. 

Such a Babel of delusion 

Hath not on the earth been seen. 
Since the darkness of confusion 

Sny)te mankind on Sennar's plain. 

But like a never-resting fire, 

Which none can quicken, none allay, 

Goes forth the human Phoenix-pyre, 

Through change on change, to purer day. 

As the Earthquake sinks the mountain; 

As the Sunbeam melts the ice; 
As the Boot the rock displaceth, 

So Abaddon hath no choice. 

Loud and louder swells the conflict. 
Broad and broader burns the flame, 

Bound about the Ever-present, 
Spreads the splendour of his name. 

Thus the Day, with holy footstep, 

Warfare with the Darkness wages. 
As it brightens, scatters, lightens. 

Look along the Future ages. 

Behold, a calm and conquering host, 

Arm'd with creation's laws, 
Are marching tow'rd yon shining Coast: 

They never hasten, never pause. 
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But ever wide and wider swell, 
Ever strong and stronger prove; 

Before their skill and sovereign will, 
The oceans part, the mountains move. 

Those marvels of the hidden deep, 

Fire, water, earth, and air, 
Obedient to their genius stoop, 

Their heavy burdens onward bear, « 

With grand survey, they nature map; 

With blessed seed Time's field they strew; 
And as the deep they pave with sleep. 

Dead forms depart, green hopes renew. 

Dark spectres swing their raven wing, 
As new and newer ground they tread; 

Hell and all her legions flying, 
Hastening down among the dead. 

It is the spirit's mystic mode, 
Aye to configure death and life; 

And as it weaves its living robe. 
There is a wondrous human strife — 

A strife of systems ! Shadowy crowds 
Upon earth's canvas come and go, 

Like dreams emerge, like dreams depart, 
To right and left, and to and fro. 

But Wisdom, on her stan-y wings, 
Is shelter'd in the moving throng: 

The burden of the past she brings 
Upon her pinions broad and strong ! 
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Her eyes, like shining globes of light. 

Can coming Time afar descry; 
The shades depart to left and right — 

For ever onward she must fly; 

For ever with her jewell'd feet 

Among the wasting sands of Time, 
Her eyes upon Eternal Truth, 

She wings her awful way sublime, 

Strewing Time with golden visions, 

Glimpses of a glory nigh — 
Sunny shadows, pale reflections. 

Thought-showers from her wings on high; 

Stealing lightly through the gateways. 

In among the paths of men; 
Lighting dove-like on the temples. 

Lighting in the heart and brain; 

Winning men from sin and folly, 

With their wild, resistless eyes; 
Peeping through the folds of conscience, 

Peeping through the flowers and skies; 

Urging men to love and pity— i- 

Bidding men be wise and strong; 
Breaking forth in light and beauty, 

As the bird breaks into song; 

For the strings of her vast Lyre, 

With all their wild immortal chimes, 

Reach from the morning of creation, 
Through all ages, through all times. 
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Reaching through the hearts of Israel, 
Through the mighty bards of old — 

Strains of glorj, strains of anguish, 
Through their burning lips are roll'd; 

From the morning of creation, 

Through the hearts of Israel's kings, 

Reaching through those jewell'd footings. 
Reaching through those starrj wings; 

Reaching to the Throne Eternal, 
Where those awful eyes are bound; 

Reaching through the spheres supernal; 
Reaching all creation round; 

Reaching through the hearts of Israel, 
Down among the crowds of men, 

Winning, with their wondrous echoes, 
Men from folly, men from sin; 

Stirring them to muse and ponder 

On her secret works and ways; 
Filling them with love and wonder. 

Filling them with burning praise. 

Till their eyes are fix'd for ever 

On her jewelFd feet and wings: 
Starry wings whence come the thought-showers 

And the songs the poet sings. 

Learning them her laws and movements; 

Aiding them to seek and find; 
Leading them to new improvements; 

Guiding to herself mankind; 
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Filling all her sweet assemblies 

With the praises of His name — 
Sacred pseans, sacred anthems, 

To the Throne Eternal flame. 

Ever, ever, thus outwelling, 

Thus rejoicing, shall expand. 
Darkness, death, and sin expelling, 

Light and love from land to land; 

Love and wisdom, light and beauty. 

Breaking hearts and souls. among, 
Changing cold and formal duty 

Ipto warm and living song. 

Sacrifice ! how full of meaning ! 

Where True love of Wisdom shines; 
Life eternal there is beaming, 

There the new Apollo reigns ! 

There Disdain and Scorn sit smiling, 

Pitying poor slaves below, 
Toiling, getting, heaping, sinking 

*Neath their burdens as they go; 

There the Sun renews his image; 

There the Life-fount warms and fills; 
There the healing fruit-leaves flourish — 

Undecaying beauty dwells; 

Kiches beyond name or measure, 

Strength, and grace, and faith divine; 

There is hid the living treasure — 
There abides the living vine; 
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Seek it, Beek; lo, it hideth; 

Long since it is seeking thee; 
Behind, before, around it glideth, 

There above, upon the Tree, 

There beneath, how deep it rooteth, 
Down among the central springs! 

There above, how high it shooteth, 
High above the starry rings ! 

Canst thou doubt, O child of sorrow, 
Canst thou doubt thy glorious Kingt 

Wisdom knoweth no to-morrow; 
Now and ever she must sing — 

Wisdom, with her jewelFd footings; 

Wisdom, with her starry wings; 
Wisdom, with her orbs and lightnings; 

Wisdom, with h«r living springs. 

Awake, awake, sons of the morning; 

Tune your harps, ye gifted ones; 
With the might of song adorning. 

Soaring on your shining plumes ! 

Wind the trumpet, sound the bugle. 
Till the hills repeat the song; 

House the mighty, rouse the feeble- 
Shout among the busy throng. 

Cry aloud, Go seek ye Wisdom; 

Truly seek, and ye shall find; 
Realise within that freedom — 

Crown and sceptre of the mind ! 
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Use and wont — oreeds, forms, inspire it — 
Soft cushions these and hoods for sin; 

With soul, mind, heart, serve and adore it, 
Day and night — beware of men. 

Beware the deck'd and curious woman. 

With her looks dispersed abroad. 
Peeping from behind the curtain, 

With her knowing glance and nod. 

Fond to draw thee to a recess, 

In, beyond, below, above: 
Come, she saith, and taste its sweetness; 

Come and taste it, come, my love ! 

Now she hinteth, now inventeth. 

Some nice trick to lure thee in; 
Then again surprise pretendeth— 

She is far removed from sin. 

Days, years, ages, she persisteth. 

With her honey*d eyes and tongue, 
With her syren wiles insisteth. 

Calling to the ripe and young;—- 

" I will warm thee, I will bless thee. 

Comfort give thee — ^pleasant meat. 
Softest couches, rich and dainty. 

For thy head, and loins, and feet. 

" I have treasures-^rich museums. 

Puzzles, riddles, myths, and puns. 
Skeletons and grand Te Deums; 

Here the wheel of fortune runs. 
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" I have whistles, shrill and hollow. 

Logics, magics, not a few; 
Wisps and goblins yon may follow. 

Expectorations quaint and new. 

" View the last, fresh from old Chaos, 
Riven from its deepest womb; 

'Tis like a fish, a bat, a fungus. 
Shining reptile from the tomb. 

" Here M.P.'s, like wisps, are waltzing, 
M.L.'s jilting, clean and hale; 

Here baboons and apes are tilting, 
R.II.X. upon their tail. 

" Clubs and grubs, erect and curious; 

Bears and big-wigs, tall and grave; 
General Thumb and court imperious; 

Humbug's here, and prince the knave. 

" Humours, slanders, babies handsome, 
View our banquet rare within; 

Enter, enter all are welcome: 
Never venture, never win.*' 

Then she laughs, and smiles, and tumeth. 
Beckons with her wanton eyes. 

Where the flame infernal bumeth. 
Feeds the worm that never dies. 

Inward, upward, downward follow. 
Thou art on the way to death; 

There, down there, the dark tides bellow. 
Lurks the demon and the wraith. 
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Boll thee, roll thee in her foulness, 

Perish in her mad embrace; 
Sink in gulfs of howling blackness, 

Peace shall never light thy face. 

Oh be wam*d nor unregardless — 

Know thy soul a priceless thing; 
And no longer, cold and careless, 

To a corrupt cerement cling; 

Inward freedom, wouldst thou win it? 

To Wisdom consecrate thy youth; 
Sacrifice leads to the summit, 

Mounts the cloudless sky of truth. 

Seek in Faith, and it shall find thee; 

Love can bridge the yawning gulf; 
Break the iron bands which bind thee, 

Free thee from the grasp of Self. 

Work in Faith, and it shall reach thee, 

lift thee in its large embrace. 
Henceforth and for ever teach thee. 

Lead thee to the lofty place. 

Land thee on the shores immortal, 

Place thee with the kings of eld; 
Heart and Will with flame encircle. 

Truth and Life within thee weld. 

Thy former life? Then thou shalt hate it, 

Wrestle with the power of sin; 
Again and yet again defeat it, 

Nobly struggle, nobly win. 
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Till from out thine earthy bondage^ 
Spirit-pinion'd, thou shalt spring, 

Full of freedom, beautj, courage, 
Through the light-spheres soar and sing. 

Say unto them, shout among them, 
Come, ye wanderers, dream no more; 

Perish doubt; arise in freedom; 
Work and seek, love and adore. 

Moons are waning, suns are breaking, 
Glorious pictures crowd the sky; 

Mighty thoughts men's souls are streaking; 
Day is streaming far on high. 

Wisdom guideth, Wisdom strideth. 
East and west* and far and near, 

Like a sun, the van she leadeth-^ 
Like a star, the distant rear: 

Wisdom, with her jewelFd footings; 

Wisdom, with her starry wings; 
Wisdom, with her orbs and lightnings; 

Wisdom, with her living springs. 

She inventeth, she arrangeth, 

Heaps the wine, the bread, the oil; 

Largely giveth, largely spendeth. 
Pours abundance through the soil. 

Come, ye aliens! come, ye hungry i 
To her pastures, to her springs; 

Without money, eat ye freely. 
Flesh of captains, flesh of kings. 
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Robes she weares of shining purple, 

Dazzling tissues lilied fine, 
Ruby crowns and wreaths immortal, 

Nuptial robes of weft divine. 

Thus she feedeth, girdeth, leadeth — 

In one movement binds mankind; 
On their way the van she speedeth, 

Speeds the distant rear behind. 

None are fearful, all are cheerful; 

Transport greets the circling morn; 
Busy highways, byways mirthful, 

Winds the bugle, winds the horn. 

She prefigures, she illustrates, 

Sees relations far and near; 
Evil frustrates, error prostrates; 

Trains the child, and fills the seer. 

Thus the Wheat and Tares are sifted, 

Falsehood to oblivion blown; 
Thus mankind renew'd and gifted, 

Vital stone is placed on stone; 

Till a temple, Love-elastic, 

Vital with the Word divine, 
Music-fiird, divinely plastic. 

Like the primal sun shall shine. 

See it growing, see it shining; 

Look into yon distant time, 
Like an orb, behold it beaming. 

Like a glorious lamp sublime. 
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Nations rearing, all men cheering, 
Gladdening all things with its ray, 

The true Ekklesia onward steering, 
Onward to the perfect day. 

Ponder stilly in thy bosom, 

Ponder stilly in thy heart; 
In the Volume seek ye wisdom, 

Pilot, compass, helm, and chart 

Deep beneath the diverse surface, 

The roots invimble descend. 
From whence, as from a holy furnace. 

Lines of light and truth ascend; 

Which, blending with the inward witness, 
A triune cord the letter stands. 

Where holy love, and truth, and justice, 
Promises, discerns, commands: 

Kowledge of all sin revealing 

To the sinner's conscious I; 
Sin revealing, and yet smiling 

Gracious sunshine from on high ! 

Do these unheeded raise their voice? 

The sinner goes his wicked way ! 
In all they speak once! twice! yea thrice! 

God is exact — ^the perfect Day. 

For wickedness consists in this: — 
Self-love is raised to sovereign right; 

The soul and all its powers are thus 
Chain'd to increasing death and night. 
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The Volume shines yet to revive 

The long rejected voice within: 
He saith, Yet with them I will strive; 

My soul hath no delight in sin. 

Come, let us reason ! come, ye weary ! 

Qentle is my yoke and kind ! 
I will nourish, watch, and cheer ye, 

Garments glorious round ye wind ! 

And scorning still the twofold cry, 

Perversely glorying in self-will. 
Thou sealest up the ear and eye; 

The door is shut, and all is still. 

There is no touch of conscience more. 
No tone from thy pure place serene; 

Tartarean horrors, rage, and fear, 
And juggling phantoms then convene. 

Doubt is decrease! Faith is increase! 

And Wisdom is the seed of Love ! 
And growth immortal and unceasing, 

Now works below, now works above. 

Each day Creative Power goes forth: 

My Father worketh, and I work — 
Thus saith the Son; o'er all the earth. 

Across the sea, he sends his ark ! 

To make the means appear the end. 

Is oft the zealous aim of men; 
And downward thus the plant they bend, 

Beneath a formal yoke to run. 
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Forgetting that the Gospel came 
Love to proclaim. Love to enthrone; 

Love which must everj soul inflame, 
And did and can for sin atone. 

Unto this parable attend: — 
^' An heir unto hb household sent, 

From where he dwelt in distant land, 
A letter, stating his intent, 

" Some twelvemonths hence, to come again. 

Against that time a house prepare. 
And furnish for me neat and clean i 

The means I send — means and to spare. 

" As this concerns ye more than I, 

So be ye diligent withal ! 
Unto the work with heed apply, 

Or ruin must upon ye fall. 

" Each read the letter o'er and o'er. 
And loudly talk'd about the way; 

And soann'd it here, and scann'd it there, 
And read and talk*d day after day. 

" What can he mean) at last one said. 

Behold, his words are strange and dark; 
And then again they talk'd and read, 

Discrepancies began to mark. 

'* The rule of righteousness, said one — 
Do as ye would be done unto — 

Is not more lucid^ clear, and plain, 
Than what he means is to my view. 



1 
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" And then they call'd the neighbours in; 

Discussed and read — read and &]sca8s'd, 
And talk'd about good^ bad, and Bin, 

Until the End in talk was lost. 

" Grammarians and logicians came — 
Big drones and doctors manj a one^~ 

The alphabet behind their name, 
With rushlights to explore the sun ! 

*' This clearlj is, said one, an A I 

Nay, sir, *tis like an upset cone I 
A third, from where I stand 'tis V, 

Interpolated line between ! 

" And thus they jabber'd — ^wretched stuff- 
To read it through is worse than death; 

Hard, dry, and wizen'd, bleach*d, and tough. 
It stifles soul, and sense, and breath. 

" Thus mountains rose high as the clouds, 

Whole mountains of the A, B, ! 
And orders rose, immersed in hoods. 

Disputing about one and three ! 

" Meantime the year had pass'd away, 
And with the hour appeared the Man: 

A Being glorious as the day, 
A Judge majestic and divine ! 

" In accent heavenly and benign, 
Where pity, love, and glory shone: — 

My dwelling is it nice and clean? 
My modest homestead is it done? 
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** Amazement ttmek the household dumb ! 

Some fled, some sank upon their knee; 
At last one said, with brow of gloom, 

We piled these mountains which ye see; 

" For lo your words were rude and dull; 

None could their import understand; 
Nor grammar there nor logic dwell — 

How could we honour your command? 

*' That they have caused immense dispute, 
These mountains are the record clear ! 

They but engender*d rage and doubt, 
And burning hate and jargon drear!** 

*' Just then a woman from the crowd, 
About his feet her hair did twine; 
And looking up, she cried, aloucl^ 

Sir, it seem'd this heart of mine! 

** And I have laboured day and night, 
Still striving, but alas in vain; 

It is unworthy of thy sight — 
Sir, it hath many a fearful stain I 

*' But that I might be doubly sure, 

1 rear*d a warm but humble cot, 
Where winds a little streamlet pure, 

And here and there a shady grot. 

" Arise, He said; thou hast done well ! 

In heavenly beauty thou shalt grow. 
For ever with me thou shalt dwell. 

Prepare with me at once to go. 
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" Not talkers — doers I desire — 

The simple who my words believe ! 
Nor hearers, but those who aspire 

The truth to do — the work achieve ! 

" But ye, O subtle serpent race! 

Full well ye know how deep ye lie! 
To serve yourselves, ye did deface. 

And with my means trade, fleece, and buy. 

" In chains and darkness ye are lodged — 
In chains and darkness ye shall dwell; 

Already ye are tried and judged — 
Self-will is Satan's road to hell." 

Observe the progress of the Tree I 
Year after year new branches grow; 

The newest far on high we see, 
The oldest sapless stretch below; 

So is it with the living Word ! 

Which organiseth Form on Form; 
To bid it cease — oh, how absurd ! 

The sun as lief may cease to warm. 

I hate thee, said the branch below 

Unto the petals fair and full; 
Thou dost not in my garden grow — 

Thy shining eyes are fraught with ill. ^^ 

The old Forms, too, cried to the new, 

Thou art a lie, we know thee not I 
Before thou wert, in grace we grew. 

That Form of thine beneath was got. 
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Of old, thas rent, the waters went, 
Of strife, and bitterness, and wo; 

On murder, wrath, revenge, intent. 
And settled hatred, deep and slow. 

From year to year the leaves too fell — 
The wither*d leaves all sere and red — 

And ran about through street and dell, 
And gibber*d like the sheeted dead; 

And Spring came round, and blushing buds 
Still push'd the dead leaves from their place; 

Just as of old the gods push'd gods. 
Who reign*d before, down the abyss! 

Their work was done, their day was gone. 
Nor life nor wisdom in them found; 

They could but gibber on and on, 
And wheel and rustle round and round. 

Are we not leaves) amazed, they cried; 

Our fathers rustled thus before — 
Our fathers who so nobly died; 

We wear the very garb they wore. 

In vain the new urged to the old, 
We are the product of one power, 

The divers members of one fold! 

He made the bark who made the flower. 

Come up beside us where we dwell, 
And satisfied thy soul shall find ! 

Thy hand shall cease to scourge and kill, 
True love espouse, and make thee kind ! 
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If not, then perish where ye are ! 

Shall vfe descend to waste like you ! 
Ye but the streams clog up and bar, 

A putrid mass, black, red, and blue. 

Once ye were green, now ye are sere; 

Change is the changeless law of form; 
Soon ye shall wholly disappear — 

Form void of power is lifeless form. 

For Spirit is, and Substance is, 

Form is the structure of Life's springs, 

Wherein the three unite and flow, 
In vital change — ascending rings. 

And spirit over form must rule 1 
And spirit over substance reign! 

And spirit must the letter fill, 
Inform the will, unfold, sustain. 

If ye the transient form repeat, 

If ye the letter merely scan; 
Then in the tide of change ye fleet, 

Devoid of purpose, freedom, plan ! 

The old forms then rose up in mass, 
To batter down the fresh and young; 

And caird them devil vile, and ass. 
And some into the pit they flung. 

They could not to such heights ascend; 

They could do nothing but decline, 
And tear, and lie, and pierce, and rend, 

And call themselves and work divine ! 
2 a 
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For ever through the night of time. 
The sensual and immortal streams ! 

One starlike, changeless, and sublime; 
Volcano-like the other flames, 

To its own rnin and dismaj — 
Its seeming success is its bane ! 

At last breaks forth the deathless ray, 
And Christ is seen, and seen is Cain. 

O thou abyss of all things good ! 

O holy fount, creatiye Love — 
The souFs eternal life and food. 

And everlasting home above i 

Behold, thou art the source of change—* 
Change which is but thy working will; 

Which in all, through all, o'er all reigns. 
Infinite Wisdom — changeless Will ! 

And sin and mortal sense alone 

Its unity can fail to see; 
Dissever'd from the living stem, 

From truth and life, and joy and Thee ! 

And Thou hast said all shall decay, 
And they are changed by thy great hand ! 

The former times are pas8*d away; 
They came and went at thy command. 

And Thou hast said, within their hearts, 
My law and spirit I will put; 

And write upon their inward parts, 
Thy blood and body give to eat! 
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The Formalist hath pass'd away ! 

The Pharisee, where is his seat 1 
The Sadducee leads none astray ! 

The tribes are all upon their feet! 

The tribes which to the city go — 

The city of their Lord and King ! 
Where thrones are set, and lilies grow, 

And rivers flow, and seraphs sing. 

As through one Purpose is well'd forth, 

An ever-varying stream of lines ! 
Though diverse in degree and worth, 

The Purpose still the whole combines. 

And thus a meaning may be found. 

By him who seeks, where seemeth none ! 
And from and to one object bound, 

See diverse parts in circle run. 

A noble Purpose, deep and high, 

To fix the thoughts for aye above, 
On glorious things which cannot die — 

Upon the Source of truth and love. 

A Purpose which shall bind the hours, 

Give meaning to thy deeds and ways, 
Employ thy hands, employ thy powers, 

Give union to thy nights and days ! 

A Purpose with a root divine. 

To feed and give it shape and form. 
Increasing breadth, increasing height, 

And strength to wrestle with the storm. 
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A Purpose with an eye of light, 
A glance so certain and so tme, 

That death is banish'd from its sight, 
Eternity absorbs its view. 

A Purpose with a daring heart — 

Decision burning to fulfil ! 
Po^ er to be silent — or impart, 

And hand to execute its will ! 

A Purpose which delights in toil, 

Regardless of all sordid gain ! 
Its only fear the truth to soil, 

Its only shame the just to stain ! 

A Purpose with no shade of doubt 
About its righteous hope and aim ! 

Far less a doubt its Lord about; 
But glorying in his work and name ! 

And oh, how clear, O holy Truth ! 

Thy goodness all thy works declare; 
Enduring strength, enduring youth, 

And light and love, all shining there ! 

In circle glorious all things turn, 
And higher still and higher range! 

The wax must melt, the flame must burn, 
The spirit live, the vesture change I 

With conquering might, from age to age, 
Love's germinating ray hath spread; 

With conquering might, from stage to stage, 
Love's empire beautiful hath spread: — 
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Love working like a cleansing storm. 

Love working like refining fire; 
Love flowering forth infinite form; 

Love burning up all foul desire ! 

Love flowering forth in deeds divine — 

Love flowering forth exalted song ! 
Serenest bliss — angelic wine; 

Love nestling human hearts among ! 

Till all time is tented over, 

And all space is quick with sound — 

With the glad and busy pilgrims 
To the grand assembly bound. 

Bank, and file, and cohort gleaming, 

Pennons glittering in the sun. 
Brilliant with the names and orders 
Of the legions of the Son. 

And thus, from day to day display'd, 

The streams of life flow on and on; 
From age to age old customs fade. 

Old shores recede, new fields are won; 

And something still remains the same, 
And something leaves a track behind — 

Some deed sublime, some word of flame. 
Some impress of the deathless mind. 

And straight before, shines more and more, 
From realm to realm, an order high; 

And Faith and Hope like eagles soar, 
And bathe their foreheads in the sky; 
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For ever high and higher climbing, 

On their tpirit-pinions borne; 
Silent shine the stars behind them, 

0*er them silent breaks the mom — 

The Sabbath mom, for ever breaking 
Forth in deep and deeper peace: 

Peace which passeth understanding, 
Flowering dawns of Paradise I 

Now trath for truth alone is sought; 

And good thrpugh goodness only done; 
The garment of the^east is wrought, 

The marriage-bells are now begun. 

Now Reason and Beligion meet. 

Philosophy and Faith are one, 
Art, Nature, Science, shine replete. 

Stars on the banners of the Son; 

And all the radiant sons of light. 

Benignant, beautiful, and free. 
Like heralds on the mountain-tops, 

Adorn the festive jubilee. 

And oh how changed! Vice, Greed, and Pride, 
Lust and War, no longer rages 1 

All now know the one sure Guide, 
And God alone pays man his wages. 

Changed are habits, changed are manners; 

Imitation's masks are fled; 
Fashion's vain and hollow phantoms 

Lie behind among the dead; 
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And each motion, word, and action, 

Touch, and posture, is a part; 
Outward type and revelation 

Of the grandeur of the heart. 

Stamp'd is Science with his heauty; 

Imaged on earth's face his love; 
Men are pillars in God's city — 

Altars of the wealth above. 

Bells are ringing, glad hearts singing, 

Temples shining in the sun, 
Arcades arching, myriads marching, 

Through the green woods cool and dun; 

Children sketching, maidens teaching. 

Mothers reaching, counsel round. 
Statesmen planning, sages musing, 

Poets with the olive crown'd. 

For, in God's eternal order. 

Art is man's peculiar throne; 
Nature points to her Creator: 

Art is Love instructing man ! 

With perfection's high example. 

Art's expansive work shall blend; 
Living man its living temple, 

Revelation of the end. 

From God's throne unto his footstool. 

Imaged shall his beauty shine; 
Forms of light and love immortal, 

Radiance of the Word divine; 
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Endless progress, art, and order, 

Fills the eyer-bright'ning day; 
Opal hues of matchless splendour 

Oyer cloud and landscape play. 

Earth, and sea, and air are ringing 
With the joyous thoughts of men; 

Brother to his brother bringing 
All he hath, and all he can. 

Times, and times, have fled since, circling 

Inkermann's dim ruins grey, 
Godless state-craft, blind and blundering. 

For their crimes made nations pay. 

Downward bendings, devious windings. 
Long gyrations, mark the Hand 

Guiding, in mysterious grandeur, 
Nations to the better land. 

All are givers, all receivers. 

In yon glad aspiring day; 
Through their hands, and eyes, and foreheads. 

Wisdom's sunbeams dance and play. 

Golden all the earth's renewals; 

Golden all the circling hours; 
All the night is hung with jewels: 

All the day is starr'd with flowers. 

Thus revolve the happy seasons, 
Wheels the mystic dance along, 

Through endless choral harmonies. 
One universal song. 
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O ye who would God's Eden enter, 

Say not, it is far removed; 
It is nigh thee, it is in thee: 

By its Keeper thou art proved. 

Deem not that the grave conceals it; 

There's no wisdom 'neath the sod: 
'Tis thine action that reveals it ; 

Dare to do the will of God ! 

And thy daring shall be greeted 

With a welcome that shall ring 
Through the long eternal vistas, 

Where the blessed dwell and sing ! 

Instant thou hast passed from bondage, 

To a freedom all divine, 
Where, to thy unwearied wonder. 

All thy Father hath is thine. 

Oh defer not till to-morrow ! 

Dream not of a distant time ! 
Now or never, thine for ever. 

Vision, rapture, love sublime ! 

But see, they touch yon gates of glory; 

Onward stretch, the prescient ray 
Behold ! it is the far-famed city. 

Sphered in never-ending day. 

See each bright one, rapt and radiant, 

Hands uplifted straining stand; 
God of Israel ! Fount of Goodness ! 

It is the great Redeemer's land ! 
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Far, far away, its domed aseendings 

Endless open as they march, 
Through the wide triomphal bondings, 

Star-expanding arch on arch. 

Each is centre, each circumference. 

One in all, and each in One; 
All is life and living presence. 

And the sands of time are run. 

Victorious over Sin and Death, 

Victorious over every ill; 
Now one in heart, in mind, in £uih. 

In unity of Will— 

Renew'd, exalted, robed, and crown'd. 
Mankind Qod's kingdom share; 

Angelic legions, gathering round. 
In shining ranks draw near. 

Far-circling through yon cloudless sphere, 
Behold the assembled hosts divine, 

Like holy stars serene and clear. 
Around Immanuel shine. 

And silence deep, and holy calm, 
Tranquillity sweet and profound, 

On all is shed, and blbsful balm, 
And living waters sound. 

A silence deep — a holy calm; 

While all to sound their harps prepare! 
And countless tongues thus with the Lamb 

Salvation's finished work declare: — 
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I am that Wisdom which of old 

Spake, and the spheres to shine began ! 

When, from the fresh and virgin mould, 
Lord of the earth, I fashion'd man. 

Glory, glory to the Highest ! 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory to the Highest! 

Round the spheres eternal ring. 

I brought each thing which I had made, 

To hear him apprehend and name, 
And all was just, and fair, and good. 

From age to age I am the same. 

Glory, glory to the Highest! 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory to the Highest ! 

Bound the spheres eternal ring. 

Nor evil was with man; but lo ! 

That Contrary I wisdom saw ! 
Disorder might begin and grow. 

Deflecting from my perfect law. 

Glory, glory to the Highest I 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory to the Highest ! 

Bound the spheres eternal ring. 

For that Impossible with me 

To man a Possible might prove; 
And evidence that he was free. 

He might himself from me remove. 
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Glory, glory to the Highest! 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory to the Highest ! 

Round the spheres eternal ring. 

For I am Wisdom, but that knowledge 
Gender'd in the serpent's head, 

Is the high illusive foliage 
Which eaten leadeth to the dead. 

Glory, glory to the Highest! 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory to the Highest! 

Round the spheres eternal ring. 

In union and communion sweet. 
With me to dwell was he not free? 

Communing with me morn and night, 
His free obedience proved him free. 

Glory, glory to the Highest 1 
Glory, glory I let us sing. 

Glory, glory to the Highest! 
Round the spheres eternal ring. 

He was my image chaste and fair, 
An undiseased and order'd whole; 

A goodly vessel choice and rare, 
A sweet and reasonable soul. 

Glory, glory to the Highest 1 
Glory, glory ! let us sing. 

Glory, glory to the Highest ! 

Round the spheres eternal ring., 
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What else befell him? It is writ; 

Regard mj Word, and understaDd. 
Thou, Father, art the Holy Eoot 

Of that Redemption which we plann'd. 

Glory, glory to the Highest! 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory to the Highest ! 

Round the spheres eternal ring. 

Behold, my sheep, my flock, my fold. 
Which Thou hast known ere time began; 

Which Thou didst give me from of old. 
Ere sun and moon their courses ran. 

Glory, glory, to the Highest I 

Glory, glory ! let us sing. 
Glory, glory, to the Highest ! 

Round the spheres eternal ring. 

Now Father, hallo w'd be thy name! 

For evermore thy will be done! 
Now Father, blessed be thy name — 

The Bridegroom and the Bride are one ! 

Glory, glory, to the Highest ! 

Glory, glory I let us sing. 
Glory, glory, to the Highest! 

Round the spheres eternal ring. 
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